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-No-Rim-Cut Tires—10% Oversize 
With Winter Treads, if Wanted 


strain is distributed over just as much fabric ; 





Now comes this invention. 
A double-thick tread of very tough rubber, 
made .ta be..actually skidding-proof. 
:. Mot. mere éorruyations in a regular tread. 


wf Nob aay 3 short-lived } ‘protection. 


‘But an extra tread vulcanized onto the regular. 
A double-thick facing of deep-cut blocks, made of 


wear-resisting rubber. 


Thick, tough, efficient and enduring. 


It re- 


duces danger of puncture by 30 per cent. 


The blocks are deep-cut. 


And they grasp the 


road surface with countless edges and angles. 
Skidding is thus prevented. 
Each block widens out at the base, so the 


Fall Sales Increase 310 Per Cent R 


Perhaps you don’t understand how 
No-Rim-Cut tires excel the old-type 
elinchers. 

These patented tires, with their 
hookless base and their braided wires, 
are not easy to explain. 

But you do know this— 

Motor car owners have used to date 
over 700,000 of these Goodyear tires. 

As a result, these tires have become 
the most popular tires in existence. 

And the demand grows by leaps and 
bounds. Our fall sales this year in- 
creased over last year by 310 per cent. 

You know that a tire which sells in 
that way must sell on merit only. 

And the tire which dominates, after 
tens of thousands have tried it, must 
be the premier tire. 


Average Saving 


$20 Per Tire 


One can’t be exact in stating cost 
of tire upkeep. It is often affected 
by misuse and abuse. 

But we do know this 

Statistics show that 23 per cent of 
all ruined clincher tires are rim-cut. 

And rim-cutting absolutely never oc- 
curs with Goodyear No-Rim-Cut tires. 

In addition to that No-Rim-Cut 
tires are made 10 per cent over the 
rated size. 

Their extra flare makes that over- 
size possible. You reverse your rim 
flanges so they curve outward in using 
No-Rim-Cut tires. 

That oversize means 10 per cent 


more air—10 per cent added carrying 


capacity. 

It takes care of your extras. It 
saves the blowouts due to overloading. 

With the average ear, this 10 per 
cent oversize adds 25 per cent to the 
tire mileage. 

So these two features together—No- 


THE GOODYEAR TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY, Erie Street, AKRON, OHI 


We Make All Kinds of Rubber Tires, Tire Accessories and Repair om 


Canadian Factory, Bowmanville, Ont. 


Branches and Agencies in 103 Principal Cities 
Main Canadian Office, Toronto, Ont. 


Rim-Cut and oversize—under average 
conditions will cut tire bills in two. 

We figure the average saving, on 
tires large and small, as somewhere 
around $20 per tire. 

If it runs only half that, the saving 
to users on our tires sold this year 
will run into millions of dollars. 








with smooth-tread tires. 

That’s immensely important. 

We know your skidding troubles. 
know your experience with flimsy devices gu, 
gested to prevent them. 

So we worked for three years to perfect thi 
Non-Skid. And we tested 24,000 before we eve 


announced it. 








And w 





Now we ask a comparison. = 
Note the many advantages—the vital efficie 4 
cies—over other non-skid devices. | 
But the best fact of all is that this ideal trea; 4 
comes on Goodyear No-Rim-Cut tires. 5 


No Extra Price 

No-Rim-Cut 

same as other standard tires. 
saving is clear. 


These patented tires, when our out- 
put was smaller, cost 20 per cent more 


than clincher tires. 
But our multiplied output has cut 





Tough 
Deep-Cut 
Double-Thick 


The New Goodyear Non-Skid Tread 
















No-Rim- Cut Tires 
With or Without Non-Skid Treads 








tires now cost the 
So the 


the cost of production. Now the pri 

is the same as for clincher ] 
So it is simply a matter of choosing 
You can anywhere get Goodyear 

No-Rim-Cut tires by simply insisting 


on them. The Tc 


flavor; 
the ble: 


$200,000 a 
Spent on Tests » 


Goodyear tires as you see them te 
day are the final result of 13 years of 
experiment. 

We have spent in that time over 
$200,000 in testing out formulas and 
fabrics, methods and means. 

We built in our factory a 
ing machine. Four tires at a time ar 
there constantly worn out under all 
sorts of road conditions. 

Méters record the mileage. 

There we have compared, by actuil 
forty formulas for wear 
resisting treads. 

There we have 
fabrics. 

There every method of. making, 0 
wrapping and vuleanizing has beet 
put to the proof of service. 

There rival tires have been compat 
with our own, over and over again. 

In the course of 13 years of that 
ceaseless testing we have come clos 
to tire perfection. So close that out 
liberal warrant this year cost us le 
than 32 cents per tire. 

You get that perfection, combine 
with all these other features, in Goo 
year No-Rim-Cut tires. 

Remember this. Next time you bi 
tires decide the make for yourself. 


SEND 

















tire test: 





use, some 





compared over 2 



























Our new Tire Book is ready —filled 
with facts which motor car owners should 
know... It will cut your cost of tire ¥ 


keep. . Ask us to mail it to you. 
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_ Fine 
Office | 
Pencils , 


IXON’S Pen- 
D cils make 
firm, clean, 


legible marks, on 
smooth paper or 
rough—and thelead 
is sturdy and last- 
ing. It sharpens 
easily and writes 
black, but it never 
smutsnorsmudges. 


Send for Dixon's Pencil Guide, gratis 


JOSEPH DIXON 
CRUCIBLE COMPANY 


Jersey City, N. J. 














SurBruc’s 
ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


The Tobaccos are all aged. Age improves 
flavor; adds mildness; prevents biting. In 
the blending, seven different tobaccos are 
used. Surbrug’s ‘‘Arcadia”’ is in a class 
by itself—nothing so rich in flavor—so 
exhilarating in quality. A mild stimulant. 
S At Your Dealer's 

SEND 10 CENTS for sample which 
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Chicago Correspondence School of Law 
505 Reaper Block, Chicago 





I TEACH BY MAIL 
WRITE FOR MY FREE BOOK 
“How to Become a Good Penman” 

id beautiful specimens ae 
name elegantly written on a 
#1 if you enclose stamn. Write today “addre 
W. TAMBLYN. 416 Meyer Bldg. Kansas City, Mo. 
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Three Merry Lads of Yale 
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The Legend of Dollmatia. Story 


God Rules Alway. eon 


The Fortune Hunter. 
The Message of the Star . 
The Investiture of the American Cardinals 
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Iilustrated in Color by Oliver Herford - 
Christmas Comes But Once a Year Drawn by Maginel Wright Enright 
A Christmas Feast Below the Water Line. 


The Christmas Pudding: A Recipe 
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Drawn by Henry Reuterdahl 
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P. F. Collier & Son, Publishers, New York, 416-430 West Thirteenth St. 
5 Henrietta St., Covent Garden, W. C.; Toronto, Ont., The 
Kiug Street West. For sale 
Europe and Egypt; also by Daw’s, 17 Green St., 
Copyright 1911 by P. F. Collier & Son. 
land, and copyrighted in Great Britain and the 
Entered as second-clas 


Colonial Building, 


Leicester Square, 
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London, 

47-51 
by Saarbach’s News Exchange in the principal cities of 
London, W. C. 
Registered at Stationers’ Hall, London, Eng- 
British possessions, including Canada. 
at the Post-Office at New York, 








New York, under the Act « Congress of March 3, 1879 Price: United States and 
Mexico, 10 cents a copy, $5.50 a year. Canada, 12 cents a copy, $6.00 a year. For- 
eign, 15 cents a copy, $6.S0 a vear Christmas and Easter special issues. 25 cents 
NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS.—Change of Address—Subscribers when ordering a change 
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A pair of hands, a 
bowl of water and 


Packers 
Tar Soap 


(Pure as the Pines) 


are all you need for 
keeping the scalp 1 
that cleanly condition 
which is the first es- 
sential to hair health. 


Wet the hair thor- 
oughly. Work upa 
generous lather with 
your hands and rub 
it into the scalp with 
the finger tips. 


This method used 


regularly and system- 
atically is your best 
protection against hair 
troubles. The pure 
pine-tar and other hy- 
gienic and cleansing in- 
gredients as combined 
in Packer's Tar Soap, 
are exactly what your 
hair and scalp need. 


Send 10 cents for a sample 
half-cake of Packer's Tar 
Soap and our booklet, “How to 
Care for the Hair and Scalp.” 


The Packer Mfg. Co. 
Suite 88, 81 Fulton St. New York 





The Christmas Collier’s 
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God Rules Alway 


By ELLA WHEELER WILCOX 


NTO the world’s most high and holy places 
Men carry selfishness, and graft, and greed. 
The air is rent with warring of the races ; 
Loud dogmas drown a brother's cry of need. 
The Fleet-of-Creeds, upon Time's ocean lurches ; 
And there is mutiny upon her decks ; 
And in the light of temples, and of churches, 
Against life’s shores, drift wrecks and derelicts. 


(God rules, God rules alway.) 


Right in the shadow of the lofty steeple, 
Which crowns some costly edifice of faith, 
Behold the throngs of hungry, unhoused people ; 
The “Bread line,” flanked by charity and death. 
See yonder Churchman, opulently doing 
Unnumbered deeds, which gladden and resound ; 
The while his thrifty tenant is pursuing 
The white slave trade on sacred, untaxed ground. 


(God rules, God rules alway.) 


For these are but the outward signs of fever ; 
Those flaunting signs, which through delirium burn ; 
And the clear-seeing eye of each Believer 
Can note the coming crisis. It will turn, 
For it has reached its summit. Convalescing, 
The sick world shall arise to strength and peace. 
And earth shall bloom with each and every blessing 
Life waits to give, when wars and conflicts cease. 


(God rules, God rules alway.) 


This is a mighty hour. No sounds of drumming, 
No flying flags, no heralds do appear ; 

No Wise Men of the East proclaim His coming ; 
Yet He is coming—nay, our Christ is here! 

And man shall leave his fever dreams behind him ; 
Those dreams of avarice. ard lust, and sin, 

And seek his Lord; yea, he shall seek and find Him, 
In his own soul, where He has always been. 


(God rules, God rules alway.) 


Man longs for God. Before the Christ we wot of, 
With His brief mighty message, came to earth, 
Before His life, or creed, or cross were thought of, 

The love of love within man’s heart had birth. / Y ah 
He has not known the thing that he was after ; ANI / 2 | 

And ever seeking, nothing has sufficed ; YA i) qe 
And sobs will sound forever through his laughter, HU fe ne 

Until he knows, ‘hat He himself is Christ. =." 
(God rules, God rules alway.) 


Oh, when he knows this truth in all its splendor, 
What majesty, what glory crowns his life. 

And, one with God, his every thought is tender ; 
He cannot enter into war, or strife. 

His love goes out to every race and: nation ; 
His whole religion lies in being kind. 

This is the creed that means the world’s salvation: 
The birth of Christ in every mortal mind. 

(God rules, God rules alway.) 
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50 


out of every 


100 


persons journeying to the 
Pacific Coast travel by 
way of the 


Denver & 
Rio Grande 


Why? 


Because it is admittedly 










‘The Scenic Line 
fof the World 
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Weekly 
on advertising 


er to readers 
No. 49 


‘FYNHE buying of foods, clothing and other 
necessities for the home and family 
gives way to shopping of a totally different 
sort during the weeks between Thanks- 
giving and Christmas. And there is one 
thing that you and all other intelligent 
shoppers are looking for whether the . 
amount of money to be spent for holiday 
. gifts is small or large. 


I refer to quality. 


The manufacturer who has spent thousands 
of dollars during the year trying to impress 
consumers with the superior points of his 
goods will reap the benefit of this publicity 
during the holiday shopping season. For 
if you are particular about the quality of 
what you buy for yourself, you are doubly 
particular when you are giving something 
to a friend, because your own good taste 
and discrimination are at stake. 


The quality of a piece of cut glass, jewelry, 
fur, or any other article that you buy rep- 
resents to you the character of the house 
that is back of it, and when a manufacturer, 
realizing this, backs his confidence in his 
own goods by advertising costing thou- 
sands of dollars annually, you are not 
taking chances in patronizing him. 


Tw.le. Saino. . 


Manager Advertising Department 

















No expensive side trips are 
required to enable one to see 








the wonders of the 
Rocky Mountains 


They can be seen from the car 
windows while traveling on 
main line trains between 
Denver 

and 

Salt Lake Ci-y 


The Western Pacific 
Railway 


The Pacific Coast Extension 
of the Denver & Rio Grande 


tivals the Scenic Line of the World 
in its wonderful mountain and 

canon attractions, 

the two constituting the 


Royal Gorge- 


eather River Canon 
Route 


or illustrated 
‘sctiptive pamphlets 
Tite 
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The United States Navy 
Has Every Kind of Work 


for Ambitious Men 


UCCESSFUL applicants for promotion; the incentive to save 









Navy positions find work, not money, and the finest of chances to 
only as seamen, but as ma-_ learn by study and travel. And 


chinists, firemen, 


stenographers, _ besides these things, companionship 


bookkeepers, musicians, carpenters, | withambitious men of good character. 
blacksmiths, shipfitters, electricians, The Navy Department never 


boiler-makers, cooks, 


waiters, and others. 


stewards, urges men to enlist, only to investi- 


gate Navy opportunities. It is worth 


This is why so many young men the while of any man 17 to 35 years 
who have taken for granted that there — offage tolook into the subject of taking 
was no kind of work in the Navy four years’ training in the Navy, or 
that they would like have found on of making the Navy a life’s work. 


investigation more agreeable work 


Call at the nearest Navy Recruit- 


and more variety of positions than ing Station (we’ll send address at 


in civil life. 


your request) and ask all the ques- 


The United States Navy offers a tions you wish. Or send for inter- 
life that is healthy; work that is esting free book, «“The Making of 
pleasant; excellent opportunity for a Man o’ Warsman.’’ Address: 


Bureau of Navigation 


Box 49, Navy Department 


Washington, D. C. 















My Famous 
Anti-Nicotine 
Pipes at Forty 
Cents Each, 


Three fora > 


DY ENs 


WSS: 


I want thousands to Ni bo 
know how a smoke can a \ss y Gy 
. ee Uy} 
be improved by the con- Si?) 
e ° ii, 
struction of a pipe and by Uj | 
+ . J \\ 4) 
the materials put into it. M 
N 
MOKERS talk about the flavor, aroma 
and smoothness of tobacco. I know 
tobacco—so listen tome. A lot of that 
flavor, a lot of that aroma and a lot of that 
smoothness is made or killed by the pipe you 
smoke. Everybody knows it. I know men who 
have spent years trying to find a pipe they could 
smoke—and who today consider my scientifically- 
made Anti- Nicotine Pipes simply wonders! 
Soine of them have actually given up other 
forms of smoking. 


My Pipes Kill the Poison 
—Improve the Smoke 


Here’s my original Anti-Nicotine Pipe at the top of this 
advertisement, and my new Anti-Nicotine Imitation Cala- 
bash Pipe at the bottom of this advertisement. In both 
these pipes I put the famous bow! that does the work— 
that makes the nicotine disappear. This bowl is made 
of a material as old as the Babylonians, a material 
that is like clay, a special composition first discovered 
by the ancients. This material is as hard as any 
clay, but it has a peculiar porous quality —just like the 
finest meerschaum — which absorbs the nicotine, keeps 
it out of your system and uses it to give the pipe a beauti- 
ful meerschaum coloring. I know that this special low 
price cannot blind you to the quva/ify in these pipes. I 
know that the value to the health and enjoyment of my 
customers of these perfectly-made pipes, will get me 
twenty more customers every place that I send one now, 


Any Three for a Dollar 


Above is my popular claw design—the kind you see at the 
rich men’s clubs. And below I show my new imitation 
Calabash, modeled after the original African Calabash 
Gourd, graceful and highly finished, trimmed in German 
Silver. The claw design colors like the finest Meerschaum; 
the Calabash colors and looks «vuctly like the geauine 
African article which sells anywhere from $3.00 up. With 
them there is no burning the tongue—no charred wood 
fumes—no disgusting odor—and you do not have to “‘break 
them in.” Any three for a dollar. Choose two of one 
design and one of the other, or all three of the same—just 
as you desire. I will sell these pipes to you at 40 cents 
each or three for a dollar, Order now—know that if you 
are not entirely satisfied, your money will be returned 
cheerfully. Send the Coupon now. 
My handsome illustrated 1911 Smokers’ Book sent 
FREE with every order. 


H. MENGES, The Smoker’s Friend 
638 Menges Bldg. St. Louis, Mo. 
Mt 


) COUPON- Sires. az9 
“mail today 
Weis, Claw is Design A, Calabash is Design B 

H. MENGES, 638 Menges Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. 

: Enclosed find 40 cents for one, $1.00 for three of 
your A f 


i. pipes. Please send Design 
ji PREG, Minkeass ccopanenss 






of ench design wanted.) It 
is understood that it 1 do not like the pipe 
or pipes [ am to return the goods and 
receive my money back in full. 


I do pipe 
repair- 
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COLLIER’S CLASSIFIED COLUMNS 


Those who read the advertisements on this page may rest assured that the claims made have been 


thoroughly investigated and found to be in every way reliable. 


The man who wants to better his present position and increase his earning capacity should look int 


the numerous opportunities on this page. 


start advertising in a small way, may profitably begin in these columns. 


Four lines is the minimum space accepted; twelve the maximum. 


The man with an idea or commodity to sell, who wishes ty 





REAL ESTATE 


CALIFORNIA 


FREE LITERATURE WILL BE SENT TO ANY 
one interested in the wonderful Sacramento Valley, the 
richest valley in the world. Unlimited opportunities. 
Thousands of acres available at right prices. The place 
for a man wanting a home in the finest climate on earth. 
No lands for sale: organized to give reliable information. 
Sacramento Valley Develop t A jiati 800 2nd 
Street, Sacramento, California. 





- FLORIDA 


WHY DON’T YOU INSPECT OUR 10 AND 
20 acre tracts? Fertile soil. Fine location. Free town lot. 
Free school transportation. Free mail delivery. Address 
Palm Beach County Land Co., Dept. C, Stuart, Fla. 


SPLENDID CHANCE FOR MEN OF LIMITED 
means. Big profits raising Oranges, Grape fruit and Vege- 
tables in Fla. Net $500 to $1000 per acre in Land of Man- 
atee. Low priced farms in 6 Sou. States. Easy terms. 
Write for free booklet. J. A. Pride, Gen. Ind. Agt., 
Seaboard Air Line Ry., Suite 501, Norfolk, Va. 


OWNER MUST SELL BEAUTIFUL 6-ACRE 
Florida Farm. Four acres, winter vegetables, one acre two- 
year-old fruit trees. On splendid shell road near shipping 
point. Splendid yearly income. Also my winter home, 
small, neat cottage, built two years on good lot 150x50 in 
beautiful, modern Florida East Coast city. Most famous 
winter resort in the world. Possession March | or by ar- 
rangement. Total property complete, $900. Ten per cent 
cash, balance easy terms. Or will consider offers both prop- 
erties separately. Owner, care of A. Jordan, Glidden, Wis. 


LOUISIANA 


FINE FARMING OPPORTUNITY IN LOUISI- 
ana. 60 miles from New Orleans on I. C. R. R. Temper- 
ate climate, good markets, splendid stock country with 
natural forage. $20 per acre. Terms reasonable. Ad- 
dress, C. H. McNie, Kentwood, La. 


TEXAS 


RICH FERTILE LAND IN THE PROSPEROUS 
Texas Panhandle—nothing down—9 years to pay—6% in- 
terest. $20 an acre. Write to C. L. Seagraves, General 
Colonization Agent, A. T. & S. F. Ry., 1162 Railway Ex- 
change, Chicago, for Panhandle folder describing soil, 
climate, rainfall, crops and 6 months ‘‘Earth’’ free. 


TEXAS BERMUDA ONION FARM UNITS 
(acres) pay for themselves first crop. We grow crop for 
you for share of profits. Easy terms. For particulars 
write Zavala Onion Farms Co., San Antonio, Texas. 


VIRGINIA 


FARM IN SUNNY VIRGINIA, DELIGHTFUL 
climate, abundant rainfall, fertile ten acre truck, poultry 
and fruit farm $275. Farms low as $15 per acre. For 134 
page free booklet address K. T. Crawley, Ind. Agt. C. & O. 
Ry., Richmond, Va., Box AL. 


VIRGINIA APPLE ORCHARDS PAY BIG 
profits. $350.00 on long time and easy payments buysa 
ten-acre apple orchard tract in the beautiful Shenandoah 
Valley of Virginia—other lands $15 per acre and up. 
Write for beautiful booklets and excursion rates. F. H. 
LaBaume, Agr’! Agt., N.& W. Ry., Box 3091, Roanoke, Va. 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


BIG PROFITS. OPEN A DYEING AND CLEAN- 
ing establishment, very little capital needed. We teach a 
successful method by mail. Write for booklet. Ben-Vonde 
System, Dept. 2-C, Charlotte, N. C. 


[INVESTMENTS 


OUR FIRST FARM MORTGAGES RETURN 
6% and absolute security. Nearly 30 years’ experience with- 
out the loss of a dollar. Send for our new pamphlet “M” 
and list of offerings. E. J. Lander & Co., Grand Forks, N. D. 


FARM LOANS 


EIGHT PER CENT MONEY WANTED ON 
Three to Five-year loans; principal and interest guaran- 
teed. Only Fifty per cent of the actual value of the prop- 
erty covered by these mortgages on first-class city real 
estate. Interest annually or semiannually. No extra 
charge for collecting interest or principal when due. In- 
terest will be sent to any bank or post office in the United 
States. Write J. D. Ward, Collinsville, Okla. 


(COLLECTIONS 


BAD DEBTS TURNED INTO CASH. BY A 
sure,simple, system. For business men, physicians, lawyers, 
collectors, etc. Instructive booklet, ‘“Skilful Collecting,” 
free. Nat’l Collectors Ass’n, Bond St., Newark, Ohio. 


“RED STREAKS OF HONESTY EXIST IN 
everybody,”’ and thereby I collect over $200,000 yearly from 
honest debts all over the world. Write for my Red Streak 
Book, free. Francis G. Luke, 77 Com. Nat. Bank Bldg., 
Salt Lake City, Utah, U.S.A. “Some People Don't Like Us.” 


PICTURE PLAY WRIGHTS’ SCHOOLS 


MOTION PICTURE PLAYS WANTED. YOU 
can write them. We teach you by mail. No experi- 
ence needed. Big demand and good pay. Details free 


Ass’d M. P. Schools, 675 Sheridan Road, Chicago. 


COLLIER’S CLASSIFIED COLUMNS 


A PAGE DEVOTED TO SMALLER ADVER- 
tisements divided into different classifications. This page 
offers many opportunities to many people—and those who 
read the advertisements may rest assured that the claims 
made have been thoroughly investigated and found to be in 
every way reliable. Rate per line, $2.50 with 3% discount 
for cash with the order. Four lines smallest, and twelve 
lines largest, copy accepted. There is a 1634% discount 
allowed on six-time consecutive orders. all deducted from 
each sixth insertion. For further information write 
Collier's Classified Columns, 423 West 13th St., New York. 
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AGENTS WANTED 


“MODERN” SELF-HEATING INTERCHANGE- 
able ironsand stands now indemand. 100% profit. Sample 
outfits furnished. Reserve territory by writing for Cat.“‘C.” 
Modern Specialties Mfg. Co., Goshen, Ind. (Patentees). 


LINEN HEEL AND TOE GUARANTEED 
Hosiery direct from mill to wearer. All styles and qualities. 
Splendid opportunity for live agents. Customers waiting. 
Re-orders insure permanent increasing income. Exclusive 
rights. Credit. J. Parker Mills, 720 Chestnut St., Phila.,Pa. 


FREE SAMPLE GOES WITH FIRST LETTER. 
Something new. Every firm wants it. Orders $1.00 to 
$100. Big demand everywhere. Nice pleasant business. 
Write at once. Metallic Sign Co., 482 N. Clark, Chicago. 


SELL ACCIDENT POLICY. PAYS $1000 
death and $5 wkly benefit for $1 yearly. $103,000 deposited 
with Pennsylvania Insurance Department for protection of 
policyholders. German Com. Accident Co., Newark, N.J. 


BIG MONEY EACH WEEK CAN BE MADE 
by men, women, boys and girls representing our goods. 
We give premiums with every order. Write today. 
Hamilton Sales Agency, Inc., Dept. 17, 92 State St. Boston. 


AGENTS—HANDKERCHIEFS, DRESS GOODS, 
Represent a big manufacturer. Sules run $50 to $100, 
Easy work. No experience needed. Free Samples. Credit. 
Freeport Manufacturing Co., 72 Main St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


AGENTS FOR MEN’S TAILORING. BEAUTI- 
ful styles, low prices, easy business, big profits. We pre- 
pay express and guarantee perfect fit. Write for free 
sample outfit and inside price on suit for yourself. Banner 
Tailoring Co., Dept. 338, Chicago. 


WANTED:—LIVE AGENTS, TO HANDLE OUR 
line of pleasure cars in territory not yet closed for 1912. We 
produce seven models from $1100. up. Snappy, classy, 
powerful and speedy cars. Handsome, luxurious and de- 
lightful to ride in. Liberal discount to agents who can pur- 
chase demonstrator and hustle for business. Write at once. 
Address Dept. 11, Alpena Motor Car Co., Alpena, Mich. 


HONEST MAN OR WOMAN WANTED IN 
every town to represent well-known wholesale firm. Ex- 
perience unnecessary. Must furnish good references. 
Easy, pleasant work. Fair salary to start. McLean, Black 
& Co., 551 Medford St., Boston, Mass. 


ALCA VACUUM CLEANER IS WHAT EVERY 
housekeeper wants. Seeing it means buying it. Our letter 
to you will prove it. Write quick. Alca Vacuum Cleaner 
Co., 366 West 50th St. (Dep. C), New York. 


AGENTS: LOW PRICED HAND MACHINE 
makes $5 to $6 worth of staple articles in universal use for 
40 cents or from waste material free. Sells quick, city or 
country, a real time and money saver. Lee says: ‘Will 
wager can sell 8 out of 10 calls.”” No competition; big 
money. Only a few keen, clean, ambitious men needed. 
Thomas Mfg. Co., 1817 Third St., Dayton, Ohio. 


MEN AND WOMEN WANTED TO CONTROL 
exclusive agencies, rapid-selling, low priced specialty. 
Universal demand, plenty repeat orders; good profit to 
hustlers. Write for free sample and terms to-day. 
The G. V. Sales Co., 144 Nassau St., New York City. 


START A MAIL ORDER 


BE INDEPENDENT! 
We tell you how, and fur- 


business in your own home. 
nish everything needed wholesale. An honorable and 
profitable business for man or woman. Particulars free. 
Big value. Murphy Mfg. Co., So. Norwalk, Conn. 


TAILORING SALESMEN WANTED TO TAKE 
orders for our Guaranteed Made to Order Clothes. Suits— 
$10 up. No capital required. Write today for Territory 
and Complete equipment. Address Warrington W. & W. 
Mills, 172 West Adams St.. Department 422, Chicago, Ill. 


AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE. HUS- 
tlers; large quick profits. New Automatic Stropper puts a 
perfect edge on any razor, safety or old style. Absolutely 
guaranteed. Everycallasale. Write to-day for territory 
(State or County). S. A. Kanner, 552 Broadway, New York. 


AGENTS WANTED IN EVERY COUNTY TO 
sell the Transparent Handle Pocket Knife. Good com- 
mission paid. Immense profits earned. Write for terms. 
Novelty Cutlery Company, No. 240 Bar 8t., Canton, O. 


MY—HOW THEY FALL FOR OUR “LUCKY 
*leven”’ toilet combination ($3.20 value); you sell for $1.00; 
great crew managers’ proposition; this is only one pippin 
in our “27 varieties." We manufacture; you save middle- 
man’s profit; our new colored circular is like seeing the 
real goods; free to workers; get aboard; act today. Davis 
Soap Works, 210 Davis Bldg., 1429 Carroll Ave., Chicago. 


AGENTS—SIGN PAINTERS. 
35c. Something new. Guaranteed Window Letters 
mounted with benzine and roller. Grip Outfit Free. 
Embossed Co., 2601 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago. 


COST 2c, SELL 


YOU CAN MAKE $$$§ AS OUR GENERAL 
or local agent. Household necessity that saves 80%. Per- 
manent business. Big profits. Free sample. Write. 
P.tkin & Co., 72 Pitkin Block, Newark, N. Y. 


BIG PROFITS—SELL ON FREE TRIAL PLAN, 
Kenyon cushions for house, church, lodge. Free samples 
of materials, prices, full particulars on request. If you 
want goods that sell on sight at big profits establishing 
permanent demand, write today. J. L. Kenyon Co., 
Waukesha, Wis. 


AUTOS and SUNDRIES 


ENGINE TROUBLE TEXT BOOK. GIVES 
plain language, remedies for every engine ailment. Keeps 
your car running, saves dollars. 56 pages illustrated. 
Get it now. Send 10c. Breeze Carbureters, Newark, N. J. 


BIRDS; POULTRY, DOGS, and PETS 


HUNGARIAN PARTRIDGES AND PHEAS- 
ants, deer, rabbits, quail, swans, fancy ducks and geese, 
and all kind of pet stock. Send 4 cts. for descriptive cir- 
culars. Wenz & Mackensen, Dept. L, Yardley, Pa. 


GLIDING CASTERS, JUST OUT, GREAT 
money maker! Save carpets, floors, etc., in homes, hotels, 
restaurants and offices. Cost 2c set. Sell 12 to 100 sets at 
5e or 10c set, first visit. So delighted they send you to 
neighbors. Send 4c for samples. Evergrip Casters, 28 
Warren St., New York. 


_WANTED: LIVE AGENTS TO SELL OUR 
Eureka Steel Ranges from wagons for Cash, Notes or on 
time-payments. Write for Catalogue. Eureka Steel 
Range Co., O'Fallon, Ill. 


AGENTS. WE MFR. OVER 500 NEWLY 
patented household and office specialties; also cutlery, 
shears, etc. Samples best sellers and catalogue free. 
Z. Edgren Co., Milwaukee, Wis. 


SELLS LIKE HOT CAKES, BIG PROFITS, 
new laundry starch, perfumes clothes with violet perfume. 
Nothing like it. Easy handled. 4c brings sample and par- 
ticulars. M. B, R. Mfg. Co., 13 Water St., New York. 


MANUFACTURER, ESTABLISHED 10 YEARS, 
wants Sales Manager to organize state selling force. Pat- 
ented article universally used. Not sold in stores, agents 
only. Handsome income assured. $500 capital required. 
Sheer-Cut Shear Co., 930 Women’s Temple, Chicago. 


AGENTS—A NEW FAST SELLING SPECIAL- 
ty for mechanics, office men, and every one who works, 
Something out of the ordinary. Demand already created. 
400% profit. Samples 10c. La Rue Soap Co., 584-K, Niagara 
St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


AGENTS HAVE STEADY INCOME SELLING 
novelty changeable signs, gold and silver letters; in de- 
mand by all merchants; our burglar alarms are good 
sellers. Climax Novelty Co., 400 Gay Bldg., St. Louis. 


A NEW SPECIALTY NEEDED IN EVERY 
home, by automobilist, camper, tourist; quick seller town 
or country; sells on sight; something practical. Write 
to-day. Big profits. Get choice Andarb territory while 
you can. Andarb Company, Masonic Hall, New York. 


EARN MORE MONEY EASY. SELL GUARAN- 
teed Photo Pocket Cutlery. Scientifically tempered. Take big 
orders from lodges, manufacturers, individuals. Big profits. 
Write quick. Canton Cutlery Co., Dept. C-21, Canton, O. 


AGENTS! PORTRAITS, 35c; FRAMES, 15c; 
Sheet Pictures, 1c; Stereoscopes, 25c; Viewe, 1c. 30 days’ 
credit. Samples and catalog free. Consolidated Portrait 
Co., Dept. 2869, 1027 W. Adams St., Chicago. 


GOOD HUSTLERS CAN MAKE FOR THEM- 
selves elegant future, selling ‘‘Raincoats.’’ We are manu- 
facturers. New proposition. Write for interesting partic- 
ulars. Regal Raincoat Co., Dept. 65, 1367 B’way, N.Y.City. 


AGENTS: TO SELL THE NEWEST ELECTRIC 
appliance on the market; sold everywhere there is elec- 
tricity, in the home and office; liberal profit; sales-driv- 
ing sample, weighs a pound, no experience or knowl- 
edge of electricity required; it shows how to use one 
light instead of two and get the same results; sells for 
$3.50 and saves the purchaser an investment of $25; 
write for particulars. The Handy Light Co., 725 East 
Eighth Ave., Cincinnati, O. 


COLUMBIA FOLDING HAND BAG—BEST 
proposition out. Big for holiday trade. Big profits for 
hustlers. Write to-day for terms and catalogue of other 
novelties. S. K. Diamond & Bro., 35 W. 2ist St., N. Y. C. 


WANTED LADIES OR GENTLEMEN TO SELL 
Linro Products direct to families. Largest line of Toilet 
Goods and Flavorings in the World. 125 articles, every one 
guaranteed. Large cash commissionsand premiums. Best 
agents proposition out. Write today for Free Catalogue. 
Address Linro Company, 62 Linro Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. 


AN EXCELLENT HOLIDAY PROPOSITION 
for reliable agents to sell New Idea Sanitary twisted-in 
wire Brushes. Write for illustrated booklet of the twenty- 
six best sellers. D. L. Silver & Co., Dept. C, Clayton, N. J. 


AGENTS WANTED TO SELLCIGAR MOISTEN- 
ers to stores, new invention different from all others, no ex- 
perience required, big profits; for full information, terms, 
etc., address Drake Mfg. Co., 141 Reed St., Milwaukee, Wis. 


SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE SUBSCRIPTION 
soli¢itours easily earn liberal commissions also can pick up 
extra prize money by persistent work. For full particulars 
regarding commissions, prizes, free advertising matter, 
sample copies, address Desk 1, 155 5th Ave., New York. 


AGENTS MAKE BIG MONEY SELLING OUR 
gold and silver letters for Stores and Office windows, easily 
applied. Big demand everywhere. Px ystal brings free 
sample. Metallic Sign Letter Co., 432 N. Clark St., Chicago. 


THE CAPITOL BRUSH COMPANY WANTS 
good live men to act as their agents. Finest line of brushes 
in America. Best inducements. Write for particulars. 
Capitol Brush Company, 37 Hoadley Place, Hartford, Conn. 


MEN TO CALL ON WOMEN AND DEMON- 
strate money-saving, work-saving, patented household ar- 
ticle; sells for $2.50; half profit; not sold in stores; exclu- 
sive agency; new men sell 7 to 20 a day; samples loaned. 
S. G. Chase, Manager, Milwaukee, Wis. 


GENERAL AND LOCAL AGENTS, HERE IS 
your opportunity. Energetic men can make big profits. 
The Improved Canchester Kerosene Mantle Lamp revolu- 
tionizes old methods. Far superior to electricity, gas, 
acetylene or gasoline at ,, the cost. Burner Fits All 
Lamps. Safe; clean; odorless. Burns With or With- 
out Mantle. Tested and pronounced by State of Penn- 
sylvania ‘“‘Most efficient light found.” Greatest seller 
known. We Want a Few More Live Men in Open 
Territory. Canchester Light Co., Dept. C W, 204 N. 
State Street, Chicago. 


GAMES and ENTERTAINMENTS 


FOR BRIDGE PLAYERS. “BRIDGE DON'TS.” 
A handy little book by Walter Camp. gives in condensed 
form for busy people the essential points you ought to 
know. All the useful rules for play have been collected 
and classified under headings such as “‘Don’ts for No 
Trump Makes,” “Don'ts for Leads,” etc., etc. Your 
game can be improved 100% by following these rules. 
Attractive as it is useful. Send copies to your friends. 
35c, by mail 38c. P. F. Collier & Son; 430 West 13th St., 
New York City. 


(CHRISTMAS SUGGESTIONS 


BARGAINS IN XMAS CARDS! HIGH GRap 
and beautifully colored cards. A pleasure to send and receive, 
Also New Year Cards. Either set, 15 assorted, 25¢ 
Worth 5c each. Address P. Margulis, 140 E. Bway, N.Y 


BEAUTIFY YOUR GIFTS! ST 
stickers, red, gold and green. Merry Christmas and fH 
New Year labels. Gummed. 12 in package, ive, 1 dozen 
packages. 75c. St. Louis Sticker Co., Dept. 4, St. Louis, Mo 


CHRI 












BRONZE KID GOODS FOR CHRIS 
Write for catalogues illustrating many useful RISTMAs 
gifts for Christmas and Birthday. Thimble Roll, No All, 
$1.65. Mohonk Salesrooms, Box C, Mohonk Lake, N, Y 


j IANOS, MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


A REAL PIANO BARGAIN IS A USE 
of a good make, not a cheap new one. We ohne 
pianos of standard makes at $125 up; delivery free any: 
where; 3 years to pay; over 82,000 satisfied purchasers in 
67 years. Write for bargain list. Pease Pianos, Factory 
Leggett Avenue, New York City. ; 






HIGH-GRADE SALESMEN 


REPRESENTATIVE WANTED FOR 
Electric Suction Cleaner in each city. Pric« qqomnow 
teed five years. State fully your experience 
Liberal discount and contract to right parties 
Co., #4 Adams Express Bldg., Chicago. 


und Standing, 
The Morroy 


SALESMEN—WE WANT ALL YOUR TIME 
and we'll pay you well for it. Genuine, steady deman 
for advertising specialties. Easy sales, satisfied customen, 
big commissions. We have a serious offer for eares, 
hustling salesmen. No side line men; no canvassen 
H. B. Hardenburg & Co., 67 Centre St., New York. 


SALESMEN SELL OUR GASOLINE AND 
Electric Lights and Appliances in country ani small towns, 
All Prices. Quick Sales. Big Profits. Write. Nation) 
Stamping & Electric Works, 418 So. Clinton St., Chicago, 


SALESMEN WANTED EVERYWHERE 1 
sell a 6 per cent. participating preferred stock; guaray 
teed and secured by N. Y. City improved real estate, 
for cash and on instalment plan; easily sold; liberi 
commission. New York Urban Real Estate Compan, 
160 Broadway, New York. 


SALESMEN WANTED FOR ADVERTISING 
pencils, pen-holders. Direct or side line, liberal commis 
sion, Every business a prospect. Small towns best field 
Trial samples 35c. Pencil Sales Co., Buffalo, N.Y. 


BEST SIDE LINE ON EARTH; CLEAN CUI 
proposition; pocket samples; prompt commissions; cor 
signed goods. Dyer Manufacturing Co., 1420 8, Mick 
igan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


SALESMEN — BEST ACCIDENT, HEALTH 
policy. Old line, $1000 death; $5 weekly; $1() emergency. 
Costs $2.00 yearly. Seal wallet free. Libera! commission 
German Registry Co., 265 N. 7th St., St. Louis, Mo. 





PATENTS, PATENT ATTORNEYS 


PATENTS. 
your invention is worth. Send 8c for our new 128-pag 
book, of greater interest and value to inventors and patett 
owners than any other book in print. R.S. & A. B. Lacey 
Dept. 51, Washington, D. C. 


HOW TO GET EVERY DOLLA 


MASON, FENWICK & LAWRENCE, RF 
sponsible Patent Lawyers, 606 F St., Washington, D. © 
Send for 50th Anniversary booklet—free. Valuable {fw 
inventors and manufacturers. Highest References. 


OF INTEREST TO MEN 


BOOK-KEEPERS: CONTROLLING ACCOUNTS 
eliminates Trial Balance troubles. System, fully illustrate? 
and with complete instructions, by mail for $1.00, or pat 
ticulars free. C. W Deming, Expert Accountant, % 
Fifth Ave., Suite 3, New York. 


WANTED—MEN TO LEARN THE BEST BUS! 
ness in the world, the barber trade. Can have your ow 
shop or earn big wages. Few weeks required. Branches 
all leading cities. Write Dept. C. Moler System of Col 
leges—Chicago, Ills. 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 


WE WANT INTELLIGENT WOMEN REPRE 
sentatives in every city. Our proposition appeals to ti 
ambitious woman desirous of starting in a successful but 
ness. Write. The Neighborhood Ass’n, Sargentville, Me 


TYPEWRITERS, OFFICE SUPPLIES 


LARGEST STOCK OF TYPEWRITERS) 


America. All makes. Underwoods, L. C. Smiths, Bet 
ingtons, etc. 4 to 44 mfrs. prices, (many !ess) reniel 
anywhere—applying rent on price. First class mechan 

mh 


rent one and judge on these most liberal terms. 
for catalog 121, Typewriter Emporium, (! stab. | 
34-36 W. Lake St., Chicago. 


eet 


TRADE SCHOOLS 


ELECTRICITY, PLUMBING, BRICK LAYING 
Painting, Decorating & Mechanical Drafting, taught" 


ly by expert workmen. Actual work takes p e of ow 
Tools, materials Free. Splendid positions open. ye 


largest, best equipped trade school. Catalog Free. 











National Trade Schools, 84 E. Ilinois St., Chicago, Il. 

DUPLICATING DEVICES 
YoU CAN MAKE 50 DUPLICATE COP! 
ter by om 


from every letter you write with pen or typew! let F 
Bookle 
ttsburg, P 





our “Modern” Duplicator. $3.60 Complete. 
W. E. Durkin, Reeves & Co., 339 Fifth Ave., P 
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Leading — 


In every ate snf know and use 


Appetizer. 


Assists 
Digestion. 


LEA « PERRINS 


SAUCE 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 


It tickles the palate as only a rarely 
good sauce can. For Soups, Fish, 
Roasts, Steaks, Game and 
Gravies it is an indispensable relish, 


Joun Duncan’s Sons, Agents, New York 














[05S Price m: Priceless 
SUN Gasoline LAMP 


Satisfaction or Money Back 
Cheayest but brightest light for indo 
cent bs 
100 candle power ench 
Nosmoke, grease, odor. Hollow 
Get Free Catalog. 


Burns 90 per cent. air—10 per 
dro-carbon vapor 
burner, 
Wire Systems also. 


SUN LIGHT CO 


1211 Market 8t Canton, 0. 








%% FURS an» HIDES 


10 to 50¢ more money for you to ship Raw Furs, 
Horse and Cattle Hides to us than to sell at home. 


,) > ‘ 
Ray for Price List, market report, shipping tags, 
‘ 


‘soo® Hunters’ and Trappers’ Guide 


Best thing on the subject ever written, 
Iustrating all Fur Animale. Leather 
bound, 450 pages. Price $2.00. To Hide 
and Fur Shippers, $1.25. Write today. 
ANDERSCH BROS., Dept. 13, Minneapolis, Minn. 


‘* Profitabl Poultry,”’ 
@ Latest Boolk 1:0 pares pisin, practscai 















facts, 160 beautiful half tones Tella how you 

an succeed with poultry Tells about big poul 

ry farm, 45 pure-bred varieties. Lowest prices, 
fowls, eg , incubators, etc., sent for 5 cents, 


>> BERRY’S POULTRY FARM, Box 32, Clarinda, la. 


The next thing 
to being no wife 
at all 





s what Mrs. William J]. Burns says 
about being the wife of a detective W hat 
iny woman—even the wife of a 
ficer or physician or tr aveling sale 
think if in three whole years her 
pent only a half dozen night 
his own roof 
| eceive a bundle of threatening letters 


ry mail; to have your home guarded 


t and day by the police; to know that 


inds of dollars have been paid to 
rt nals for the job of dynamiting your 
ne these are some of the experiences 
“ h would be yvours if you married a 
detective 
Mrs. William J. Burns, wife of America’s 
most famous detective, the man who has 


ucceeded in bringing the McNamaras 

istice, tells what it 
the perils of 
st is in 


The Housekeeper 


for January 


share 


The 


means to 


a detective s_ career. 


a article by Mrs. Burns is only one of 
many important features in the January 
Housekeeper. The whole magazine is 
filled from cover to cover with things to 

est the wholesome American woman 


ecial 


ome, or 


articles, good stories, pages on 
cookery, on dress, on the 
ed and one 


things which go to make 


e daily routine of household life 


T Housekeeper is 
helpfulness for the woman who makes 
home 


truly a magazine of 


the 


The Housekeeper 


COLLIER & NAST, Inc., Publishers 
443 Fourth Avenue New York 
Dec. 16 















Author of 


after the time of King Arthur. 


( VER Northumbria’s lone, gray 
lands, 
Over the frozen marl, 
Went flying the fogs from the fens 
and sands, 
And the wind with a wolfish snarl. 


Frosty and stiff by the gray York wall 
Stood the rusty grass and the 
yarrow: 
Gone wings and songs to the south- 
land all— 
Robin and starling and sparrow. 





Weary with hattle on moor and 
stream, 

Came the king and his thanes to the 

Hall: | beam, 


| Feast fires reddened the roof’s high 
Torch flames waved from the wall. 


Bright was the gold that the table 
bore, 
Where platters and beakers shone: 
Whining hounds on the sanded floor 
Looked hungrily up for a bone. 


Laughing, the king took his seat at 
the board, | right: 
With his gold-haired queen at his 
War-men sitting around them roared 


Like the crash of the shields in fight. 


Loud rose laughter and lusty cheer, 
And gleemen sang loud in their 


throats, 
Telling of swords and the whistling 
Spear, | notes. 


Till their red beards shook with the 





the smoking 


Varlets were bringing 
boar, 
Ladies were pouring the ale, 
When the watchman called from the 
great hall door: 
‘*O King, on the wind is a wail. 


How Oswald Dined 
WithGod 


A Christmas Ballad 
By EDWIN MARKHAM 


“The Man With the Hoe” and Other Poems) 


Oswald, “the most Christian King of the Norchumbrians,” 














was born about 604 A. D., shortly 


The moral power that reached its height in King Alfred had 
its first dawn in the character of Oswald.— See Green's ** 


History of the English People.” 


eé 


‘eebly the host of the hungry poor 

Lift hands at the gate with a cry. 

Grizzled and gaunt they come over 
the moor: 

The earth unbefriends, and the 
sky.’ 


‘*Ho!’’ cried the king to the thanes, 
** Make speed— 
Carry this food to the gates— 
Off with the boar and the cask of 
mead— 
Leave but a loaf on the plates. 


+B) 


Still came a cry from the hollow 
night: 
‘*King, this is one day’s feast; 
But days are coming with famine- 
blight ; 
Wolf winds howl from the east! ”’ 


Hot from the king’s heart leaped a 
deed, 
High as his iron crown: 
Noble souls have a deathless need 
To stoop to the lowest down.) 


‘“Thanes, I Goddes’ 
Bride 
This is a cursed thing 
Hunger for the folk outside, 
Gold inside for the king !”’ 


swear by 


Whirling his war-ax over his 
head, 
He cleft each plate into four. 
‘Gather them up, O thanes,’’ he 


said, 
‘* For the workfolk at the door. 


‘*Give them this for the morrow’s 
meat, 
Then shall we feast in accord: 
Half of a loaf will then 
sweet 
Sweet as the bread of the Lord!’’ 


be 
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UTS an end 
to brooms, 
mops an 


ters 

.the back- 
aches and 
drudgery 
they bring. 
f It puts an 
end to the dust and dis- 
order and annoyance of 
weekly sweeping days. 
It forever stops the 
nuisance of 
Spring and Fall 


, 
highly pol- 
ished metal tools are moved over the 
surface to be cleaned, and every piece, 

art or particle of dust, dirt,sand, moths, 
rvae, etc., are instantly drawn away by 
suction toan air-tight receptacle, leaving 
nothing to play havoc with the floor cov- 
erings and other furnishings. 
Vacuum Cleaning may be 
{instal in any building, large or small, 
old or new, town or country, Wherever 
installed it will pay for itself i in from eight- 
een to thirty months in the “ housclean- 
ing’’ expense it saves youand inthe de- 
preciation of furnishings it prevents, to say 
nothing of the happiness and healthfulness 
of having for the first time a perfectly 
clean house without a vestige of dust and 
dirt from top to bottom. 


“COLLECT THE DUST 
—DON’T SPREAD IT” 
| “RicHMOND Vacuum Cleaning embraces 


every provedly successful type of appa- 
ratus. Itincludes Hand-Power Cleaners for 
$29.00; Ten-Pound Portable Electric 
Cleaners for $73. 00;and Built in-the-Eouse 
plants for $225.00, to a 40-sweeper plant 
such as cleans Marshall Field's store—all 
onour “‘ Easy Payment Plan”"’ of 50c. per 
week and upward; ora liberal discount will 
be allowed for cash. 

The "RICHMOND Portable Suction Cleaner 
shown in the illustration weighs but ten pounds 
instead of sixty. All tha rtable cleaner can 
do, this one does. It is simple in construction. 
There is nothing to wear out. There are nogears, 

phragms, no valves. Nothing to jiggle loose. 
Te operate simply attach to any electric lamp 
socket. Costs only one cent per hour to operate. 

Our *‘ Special Agency Plan"’ enables live, 
energetic young men to become the “RICHMOND 
Vacuum Cleaning representatives of their 
respective communities. Our ‘Special Cor- 
respondence Course in Salesmanship,”’ to- 
gether with direct instructions from our 
trained representatives, insures success. 
Write for particulars. Local agents wanted 
everywhere. 

Send for our booklet entitled, “How 

Vacuum Cleaning Saves 
Money"; also Reference Book giving 
names of 1,800 prominent installations all 
over the world. 








Tue MSCrum-HoweE tt Co. 


Largest Makers of Vacuum Cleaning 
Systems in the World 


GENERAL OFFIces 
NEW YORK —626 Srmiest Building 
CHICAGO—462 Rush 8 
MONTREAL—15 WW Sumtaee Street 


Branches or Agencies in other Principal Cities 




















Any standard machine shipped right to 
your home for 5 days’ trial absolutely 
free. No money down—no obligation. 
Returnable at our expense, If satisfac- 
peopl pay us about ons half manufacturer's price either 
in cash or terms of $5 a month. Every machine guar 
anteed perfect as the day it left the shops. Send 
fight now for special circular and full particulars, 
TEPEWSISEE SALES CO (51) 
90 N. Dearborn St., Chicago, 11 


The Best Gift 


Combines Elegance with Individuality 

Your MONOGRAM (two initials) em- 
bossed in gold on superfine Cambric 
stationery, envelopes to match. Per box, 
postage prepaid, $1.00. 

No better holiday present can be 
$1.00 given either yourself or some friend 
Something New and Classy. ORDER EARLY. 
MONOGRAM STATIONERY CO., 903 Marbridge Bidg., New York City. 














st light for homes, 
stores 0 , churches and public 
halls Make 8 and burns its own gas 

than electricity or acetylene 
r than kerosene Over 200 at vyles 
Agents wanted, Wr 


THE BEST LIGHT co. 
7-35 E. 5th St., Canton, O. 
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Matchless Pocket me oped 


in the 
lispensable te 











ect lighter Occuptes lore space 
pocket than @ pe ! Ind 

every smc hunter, fisherman, 
and atom obilia at. Heavil 
nickel plated and 





proof, with 
perfect ignition. 


Satisfaction guaran- : made of 

teed or money refunded Sent finest 
ost-paid, complete with pocket clip, 35c. mate 

Bpecial proposition to agents and dealers, rial 


SCHILLER MFG. CO., Dept. C-10 Schiller Bldg., CHICAGO 





WRITE FOR BIG ILLUS. FREE BOOKLET 
f showing our beds and farm and learn how to 
bs IN. <@ grow mushrooms at home in cellars, sheds, 
MU St HR fore) M Ss stables, boxes, outdoors, etc. 800% profit, 
A were first, 25 years 
J 4 experience make and sell best fresh spawn, — 
teach vou our methods free, National 8 
. Mushroom Co., Dept. 54Hyde Park, 











markets waiting, We 
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Che Message of the Atar 


By HERBERT KAUFMAN 








O TO THE WINDOW to-nightand look out 
upon the city, yonder where the barracks of 
Want huddle in the shadows, and tenements 
stand bleak against the sky; where pitiable, 
cowed children of privation, wistful and wan, 
vein-hungry and heart-hungry, lie in the cold 

and dream Christmas dreams that can never come true—dreams 

such as you dreamed back in the long ago, golden dreams 
spangled with Hope, dreams that will lose their way and fall, 
broken-winged, to earth. 

Once, upon the pinions of Fancy, you sped into the mystic 
dawns; once, you and Faith in magic argosies set brave sails 
for cloudland’s purple zones. 

And now, Youth is dead and memory is stained with tears. 
And your ships have come home and they ride at anchor. 

Wise Man, what cargo did you bring in their holds? 

How did you barter with Life? Did you trade well? Are 
you content? 

Where is your myrrh and where your frankincense > Where 
is happiness and where peace and where is the glory of mercy 
and the joy of giving and the strength that comes with the lifting 
of burdens? 

Look up, behold the Star of Bethlehem. Heed the message. 

A thousand gray-souled women sit to-night with the ghosts 
of Yesterday. 

Women, hagged by toil, gaunt and bruised; women with 
empty pockets and empty pantries and empty stoves; women 
face to face with the dreariest tragedy in all motherhood, the 
explanation of the empty Christmas stocking. 

And the Star of Bethlehem keeps calling to you: “Wise Man, 
Wise Man! Gather your gifts and go forth in the name of the 
Lord to the manger wheresoever the Child awaits your coming.” 
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The Investiture of the American Cardinals 
A Vivid Account of the Rites by Which They Were Created Princes of the Roman Catholic Church 


By FORD MADOX HUEFFER 


be final cere- 
mony in the 
creation of the 
new members of 
the Sacred Col- 
lege took place on 
Thanksgiving Day 
in the Hall of 
the Beatification 
of the Vatican. 
Eighteen new Car- 
dinals received 
their red hats. 
including three 
American prelates 
—NMonsignor Fal- 
conto, formerly 
Apostolic Dele- 
gate at Washing- 
ton; Monsignor 
Farley, Arch- 
bisho Pp of New 
York ; and Monsignor O’Connell, Archbishop of Bos- 
ton. The ceremony was epoch-making in the sense 
that it represented the official entrance of America 
into the comity of the old Catholic powers. 
the Papacy lost its temporal 
power, no Pope has created such 











FORO MADDOX HUEFFER 


Nince 


from the Holy Father, are staying in this quiet 
spot—that is half an old convent and half an 
old palace—to await the commands of the head 
of our Church: For you are to understand that, 
officially as the word of the Church, they know 
as yet nothing of their promotion. The whole 
world is ringing with it, but they themselves 
have had no word from the Holy Father to say 
that they have become princes. So to-day is 
really a great day for the Collegio Americano. 
Nor should you believe that this, everybody’s 
secret, is mere empty formality, for many strong 
men and great Cardinals have wept when the 
Pope’s letter has been placed in their hands. 

Saturday there was little quiet in the cloisters. 
There were many people, much color, and the 
rustle of feet. The sun shone on the spray of 
fountains, and at the ends of the arcades was 
the glow of oranges palely pointing the green 
of the winter trees and the palms. And over 
us all the feeling of excitement, of reverence, 
and of ceremonial. 

In the cloisters nearly all were in black. We 





to strike through to the bone. I had gone there 
with an American friend because the Fope’s 
messenger was to go there first, and I was anx- 
ious to pay respects to my own new Cardinal, 
And very different the note was. The difference 
between the gay, quiet little cloisters and that 
of the high, mournfu! corridors was the differ- 
ence between the souls of the peoples. In the 
English College there was, no doubt, satisfae- 
tion, but there was also a historic sadness, for 
we have had our tragic and mournful histories, 
We spoke all in whispers and moved as if we 
were in church, reverently and with the motions 
of drilled phantoms. Between all the people 
there was maintained all the time a great broad 
way, down which the Monsignor walked with the 
air of a great lord of the Churech—his young 
squire in a black purpoint and with a sword 
stalking before him, and his attendant walking 
behind. 

The Monsignor smiled as if it were the 
very joy of his soul to hand the great letter 
to the Cardinal-elect. The Cardinal-elect had 
a face of iron, not a _ fea- 
ture of which stirred as he 








a number of Cardinals at one 
time. 

Vr. Ford Madox Hueffe r, the 
English 
sioned by COLLiER’s to describe 
this ceremony and sent from Lon- 
don to Rome for that purpose. Mr. 
Hueffer is himself a Catholic, and 
his vivid picture of the scene in 
the Vatican, in order to catch this 
edition, was sent to New York by 
Varconigram., Mr. Hueffer col- 
laborated with Joseph Conrad in 
writing “Romance” and “The In- 


heritors.” and is the author of 


novelist, was commis- 


various other novels and stories. 


By Marconi Transatlantic Wireless Telegraph 
to Collier's 


Rome, Monday 


The Message from the Pope 


f I1E entrance to 

the American 
* College here is 
[ under a_ high, 

grim arch. You 

see old stones, 

worn steps, and 
—béyond—light and a green 
garden in a quadrangle. It 
might be Oxford, and I cannot 
imagine any place better cal 
culated to induce in a student 
that deep devotion mingled 
with a mellow and _ assured 
knowledge, which is what we 
Catholics look for in our 
priests. And usually this is 
the quietest spot in the world. 
You may see sometimes a few 
young fellows in the long black 
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gowns that are the symbols of 








their removal from the mate 
rial side of life going in under 
the arch in black companies of 
twos and threes. Pleasant fel- 
lows they are different, I = —— 











| looked at the purple Monsignor 

—a grim, efficient man of the 
type of Lord Kitchener, with a 
harder task. Only his hands 
(I ean give you this detail be- 
cause I stood next but one to 
him) trembled as if he had 
been in an automobile on a 
Roman road. But we kept the 
broad lane open so that the 
photographer at the end could 
take photograph after photo- 
graph. I don’t know what be- 
came of the photographer at 
the American College. I sup- 
pose he was gently pushed by 
the crowd of enthusiasts out 
of the high, fine window he had 
chosen. 








i sage was no keeping a 
lane there, and the corri 
dors were hung with velvet of 
eardinal’s red, and the rooms 
befitted the dwellings of real 
princes of the Chureh, with 
fine furniture and hangings. 


At the English Colleg I 
had felt as if I were in 
church. Here I was in the 
midst of a black, emotional 


crowd, not in the least disor- 
derly but quivering with elec 
tricity. And cheerful, nay tri- 
umphant! There was room, of 
course, for the Monsignor in 
purple, with the fine head, to 
pass in with his letters to the 
| three Cardinals-elect, but I am 
sure I do not know how he got 
out. Perhaps he smiled his 
way through a back door, for | 
found him waiting under the 




















portico for his carriage, and 
| still smiling finely. But we 
| had crowded in behind his 

back, so that Bishop and Mon- 





think, from most of our Euro- 
pean priests in that they show 
nothing of mental strain. They 
look you frankly in the face and speak with just 
enough American accent to make them seem 
lively, alert, and shrewd, and, as far as is con- 
sistent with the discipline of the army of the 
Church, free. Yes, lovable young fellows! They 
pass in under the high arch, kneel down, say a 
short prayer, and disappear in the little corridor 
to the left. Then all is quiet under the arch, 
and little fountains play. 

So on an ordinary day. To-day it is differ 
ent. The two Archbishops and the Apostolic 
Delegate from the United States, summoned to 
the City of the Seven Hills to receive a message 











Pope Pius X, who honored America by 


waited round the foot of broad, darkish stairs 
to see the Pope’s letter bearer arrive—all men 
in black among the dove gray stones. But there 
was one purple patch among us—the indefat 
igable rector of the college, Monsignor Kennedy. 
Indeed this Bishop was rather a purple streak 
than a purple patch, so fast did he move down 
the dark stairs. He would come flashing into 
the cloisters, into the high kitchens, into the 
cloakrooms, everywhere. And his, indeed, was 
no easy task. We recognized it, coming as we 
did from the English College, a ghostly old place 
with a chill in the high corridors that seemed 
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1 his choice of new Cardinals for the Church 


signor in a _ purple fringe 
seemed, like London policemen, 
to hold a horseshoe shaped 
space clear before the three Princes of the d 

The Monsignor stood erect in his purple and, 
with the smile that showed that this must be 
the joy of his heart, handed to each Cardinal a 
letter as big as a portfolio. The secretaries of 
the Cardinals read the letters formally in loud 
The Monsignor in purple added his own 
congratulations in a fine, deliberate voice, each 
word being like the note of a bell. 

Then Cardinal-elect Faleonio, still in his 
dove gray friar’s robe, replied for the thre 
austere, with just the shade of a tremble in his 
dry tones. It was here that the variations of 


voices. 
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personality showed in these four lords of the 
Church. Archbishop Bourne at the English 
College had been, except for his hands, expres- 
sionless, with a terribly stern, keen glance. 
Never a muscle moved. 

Archbishop Farley, a dear, kindly looking old 
man—and I wish his hands might be extended 
over me in benediction when I come to die— 
remained with one set expression, that of kindly 
fatigue. 

And Archbishop O’Connell! If I had known 
nothing at all of the history of this 
prelate—and prelate is the most 
expressive word—I should have 
known that this was indeed a mas- 
ter of men. Immense in bulk, 
with his legs planted far apart, he was 
the only one that smiled when the Holy 
Father’s letter was handed to him— 
and such a terrific smile. I should not 
care to be an opponent of the Church 
in the diocese of this Cardinal. Had 
I not been so much on the side of this 
churehman, I think I should have been 
afraid of his smile. A masterful man! 
These, then, are the four Cardinals of 
the Anglo-Saxon world, and it 
much for the wisdom of the Pope that 
each of these in his several ways is of a 
type that is indispensable to the good of the 
Church. 

Cardinal Bourne, with his stern impassivity 
and the keen, nervous temperament that at 
times causes him so much mental suffering be- 
neath misrepresentation, is of the type of 
English martyr-priests of whom there were so 
many. 

Cardinal Farley is of the type that has fur- 
nished the more beloved of the saints. 

Cardinal Faleonio would well and with jus- 
tice consolidate the temporal power of the 
Church. 

Cardinal O’Connell extends the bounds, 
being fitted to be the champion of a church 
triumphant and militant. 

I have done my best to make you see 
them in the comparative family life of their 
colleges—in this the most impressive and 
touching of the three rites that go to the 
making of a Cardinal. They are among 
their own people till after this ceremonial. 

Wednesday 
The Conferring of the Red Birettas 


‘tT ae is the ceremony of the conferring of 
the red birettas. The Vatican is a great 
town guarded from Italy by 
with pikes ten feet 
long, whom you see 
under the great 
arches. In doublets 
and trunk 
scarlet and yellow, 
with the martial 
flat hats of Ger- 
man landsknechts, 
they stand there 
long -legged and 
powerful. Then 
come the endless 
staircases with the 
marble halls, and 
up them go walk- 
ing brown-cowled 
friars, village 
priests in old and 
shabb y cass¢ cks, 
American million- 
aires with papal 
orders on their 
dress shirts, officers 
of the Household 
in suits of black 
like the Spanish 
dons that Drake 
fought, with the 
ruffs about their 


necks—all going to 
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modern soldiers 
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I confess that the sight of a long row of Sisters 
of Mercy in light blue gowns, with the immense 
white coifs, brought me to real tears. 
know why. They were not in the least pathetic. 
They had brave, fresh, simple faces, and cour- 
ageous eyes. I suppose it was just the blue and 
the white and the brave eyes, and the feeling 
of great goodness and tenderness of those good 
women. I must confess that the great coifs, 


which later sadly impeded my view of the cere- 
monies, caused me irritation enough, but it went 
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Cardinal Farley, formerly Archbishop of New York 


just as soon as one of the swan’s-wing coifs 


turned aside and upward, and the bearer looked 
wonderingly and with timidity up at the great 
paintings that hung on the red damask walls of 
the Sala. I saw again the fresh cheeks, the clear 
and candid gaze, and I felt the emotion of con- 
templating a great goodness. 
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this ceremony. It 
is a ceaseless rush 
ing of feet on the 
broad white steps 
of marble. You 
wait for a long time 
lery among priests and nuns and laity in dress 
clothes. 

I may confess myself an impressionable per- 
f beauty, and I will 
again I deeply 
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in a bright painted gal- 


son, open to emotions 
confess that again and as 
moved there during this period of waiting, and 


was 























Cardinal Falconio, formerly Apostolic Delegate 


So that when I die, even as I hope to: have 
the blessing of such a man as Cardinal Farley, 
I hope to have such a sister standing at my 
bed-foot. It is odd, the family feeling of these 
two ceremonies. This was not a mass, this was 
not a religious offering. It was just our Church 
—our own Church—conducting its affairs in a 
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Cardinal O’ Connell, formerly Archbishop of Boston 











private council. The Cardinals, in scarlet, sit 
on chairs round the wall. The Holy Father 
enters almost without ceremony and sits upon a 
high gilded throne. And so familiar he seems 
—we have seen him thus a thousand times in 
pictures—that there is no strangeness and hardly 
any emotion about his coming. He is just our 
familiar friend. The Cardinals-elect brush 
through the lane that is among us—familiar 
faces, too, by now—the Anglo-Saxons and the 
little Dutch Cardinal, the first that Holland has 
had since the Reformation. 

They kneel one by one before the 
Pope. He puts upon their heads 
the flame-scarlet biretta which is 
the first glimpse we have had of 
new cardinal red., Each then removes 
his cap, and a purple scarf is draped 
upon his shoulders. It is rather a whis- 
pering, quick ceremony. The new Car- 
dinal kisses the Pope’s hand and foot, 
rises and passes on. 

This is the last time that he will 
kneel to the Holy Father. From 
henceforth he is a prince of the 
Church. 

Then the voice of Cardinal Falconio 
rises. He is rendering the thanks of 

himself and his brethren. 

And then the Holy Father begins to speak. 
It is a strange, strong voice with a deep chest 
sound. It is at once nobly courteous, paternal, 
encouraging, and exhorting. With the purple 
cape over the white costume, he sits rather still 
on his throne that is like a gilded aleove. He 
hardly moves except to turn a sheet of his 
manuscript. 

But the voice sounds on. Little golden 
shadows play over the white dress and over 
the dark, strong, simple face. And then, hav- 
ing done with his courteous speeches of wel- 
come, he begins to exhort these men and us all 
to keep faith in the name of the Saviour. It is 
easy to see that then the Holy Father is moved. 
He has little gestures, quaint movements of 
hand—the movements not of an orator or of 
a preacher but those of a kindly, earnest 
parent. Then I understood something that I 
had never understood before. For this man 
there speaking seemed to me no more to be ¢ 

sovereign Pontiff, no more to be high or dis- 
tant or upon a bright golden throne from which 
there played golden shadows. No. He was the 
kind and dear head of my family—of my own 


family. I was listening. I have never felt so at 
home. Yes, that was it. It was my home. We 


are a great family, we Catholics, and I was in 
the private room of 
the head of us all, 
and I had the right 
to be there, and we 
all had the right 
to the blessing of 
the good and kindly 
head of our family, 
who will surely not 
refuse it to them 
that be of good will. 

Then the Holy 
Father went away 
through the little 
door to the left of 
the throne, and we 
all found our ways 
out through the 
rambling village 
that the Vatican is. 


Thursday 
The Public Consistory 


6 lees is the day 
of the public 
consistory, the day 
of the most pomp 
and, perhaps, of the 
least intimate sat- 
isfaction. The 
crowd to-day is 
enormous, ‘many 
poor people being 
gathered in the 
outer halls to see 
the Pope borne by in his high golden chair. 
But the hall in which the consistory is held 
is neither so picturesque nor so touching as the 
other. It is much vaster and more faded, and 
it is packed with a multitude of people. There 
are more of the papal soldiery to be seen— 
cuirassiers, hussars, and infantry, and the Swiss 
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with their pikes are not so prominent. But 
there was the great hall, the thousands and 
thousands of people, with the Roman nobility 
in the tribunes chattering away in a manner 
that shocked good Americans; and French 
women pushing into better places than their 
tickets warranted; and English women climb- 
ing onto their seats and being rebuked again 
by the angry persons behind them. Well, it 
was a function! There came in a long proces- 
sion—the secretaries of 
the new Cardinals, 
many guards with pikes, 
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certain that whatever this man does is dictated 
by the imperious will of a simple conscience and 
a high, pure, flamelike soul. 

As for the pomp of the ceremony, it was not 
so very great. Why should it be? To each of 
the new Cardinals there went out an old Car 
dinal to fetch him in, and once more they all 
passed before our eyes. 

One by they were led up to the Holy 
Father sitting in his high chair. A candle was 
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lit. Each had the purple cowl of his purple 
robe lifted up over his head, and above the 
head of each the Holy Father set the immensely 
broad-brimmed red hat while he said the. ex- 
hortation. 

Then for a moment the great golden miter was 
removed while he blessed us all and we made 
the The Cardinals and their secre- 
taries, with pikemen and many Monsignors in 
dull purple, made an outward-bound procession, 

and suddenly the great 


responses. 








the old Cardinals in 
scarlet, in black, and 
in the colors of their 
orders. 


At the end of the hall 
was a tall-backed pur- 
plish-red chair, with be- 
hind it a light, not very 
good picture in pinks 
and blues, forming the 
back of the dais. I was 
looking towa rd this 
chair. The had 
begun to sing a fugued 
anthem very beauti 
fully, following 
voice as pigeon follows 
when 


choir 


voice 











pigeon great 


flights swirl around a 
cote. And then I 
chanced to look to my 
right. The high hall 


was rather gloomy, with 



























fans beside the dais 
waved and began to 
move. 


The Holy Father was 
going away again aloft 
on his golden throne, 
and some of us who 
know that he suffers 
from the swaying mo- 
of this splendid 
object observed a touch- 
ing thing. Four bearers 
with a small red sedan 
chair painted with the 
papal arms were trying 
to for 
it through the great 
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crowd of monsignori. 
and we knew that the 











Pontiff de 


sired to get down from 


sovereign 





his high throne and into 
that 
But 
ting the chair through 


humble carriage. 


there was no get- 









































The Hall of the Beatification, where the 
public Consistory was held 












































The Swiss Guards of the Vatican 


a sort of square effect, but very lofty. The 
portal was a high square of bright light, the 
rays of the sun falling to be reflected against a 


white wall with some faded pink and blue 
frescoes. 
And suddenly against this light I saw an 


immense thing, darting and swaying slightly. 


It suggested—yes, really it suggested—an ap 
parition borne on high with two great fans 
swaying one on each side entirely black 
against the light of the high portal. It was 


rather frightening, but one knew that it was 
the throne of the Pope of Rome. When it 
came into the light of the high windows we 
could see a bent form beneath a great mite 
of shining gold. To speak honestly, I did not 
notice what color the clothes he wore. 
I was so taken up with the face and the hands 
that gave the benediction that I never saw his 
though twice he passed close to me. 


were 


dress, 

But it was the face, saddened by the cares of 
a world, supported by the prayers of a world 

a brownish, simple, shrewd, infinitely wise 
face—wise, as it were, with the wisdom of a 
natural object, a tree it might be, or a rock or 
a very old, wise peasant. It made me infinitely 
sad to see this prisoner of the Vatican, and | 
am sure that there is no man, whatsoever his 
ereed or leanings, that could miscall this mau 
onee he had his face. For now I 


seen am 
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The pillared portico of St. Peter’s 
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The Pope’ s chair bearers 


the crowd to the throne, and it was lovely and 
touching to see the courteous wave of the hand 
with which the Pope greeted the officer who 
concernedly brought him the news. It was the 
finest smile of resignation. And then he was 
borne before us, seeming to have become a very 
old, heavily burdened man with a distant 
smile set upon who knows what unseen hills of 
peace. 

And now I am back in the hall of the 
Quirinal Hotel. The luggage of new travelers 
the hall is full of loungers, and 
suddenly there is a great flash of searlet. It 
is Cardinal O’Connell getting out alone from 
earriage. He holds out his hand te 
man and another in the hall. They genuflect 
and kiss his ring. Then, all blazing, he passes 
on to the lift and is jerked upward—a flash of 


is coming in, 


his 


PEEP EEE PTET ttre Ter etre rrr Terr Tr rrr errr — 


one 


searlet—to his rooms. It is the Church and 
the world in an odd juxtaposition, for I never 
expected to see a cardinal in a lift 

But he disapnears, and I am left with the 
edd sensation that I am the only man in th: 
hall to whom he did not offer his hand. I am 


that no doubt 
is the devil, and ] pass toward the American 
bar, for I had no breakfast 

So the world we live 
afte r these 


conscious of a pang of jealousy 


this morning. 


me again days of the very strong 


est emotions 


in gets under way for 
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‘The Sailorman 


As a Custodian of Happiness He Is Faithful to His Trust 
By RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 





POA! FORE Lati. 
F mer put him 
































at on watch, the 

s Nantucket sailor- 
a. man had not a 
a, care in. the world. 
a, If the wind blew 
"5 from the north, he 
= spun to the left; if 
. it came from the 
a south, he spun to 
— itr the right. But it 
Cj ess was entirely the 


d that was responsible. So, whichever way he 
rned, he smiled broadly, happily. His outlook 
mn the world was that of one who loved his 
ow man. He had many brothers as like him 
twins all over Nantucket, and Cape Cod and 

North Shore, smiling from the rail- 
verandas, from the roofs of 
from the eaves of summer 
Impaled on their little iron 
sailorman whirled— 
metimes languidly like a great lady 
volving to the slow measures of a 


vs of 
ingalows, 
laces. 


each 


iltz, sometimes so rapidly that he 
ade you quite dizzy, and had he not 
en a sailorman with a heart of oak 
1 a head and stomach of pine he 
ild have been quite seasick. But 
particular sailorman that Latimer 
wht for Helen Page and put on 
itry duty earried on his shoulders 


st grave and unusual responsibilities. 
lle was the guardian of a buried treas- 
, the keeper of the happiness of two 
ing people. It was really asking’ a 
eat deal of a care-free, happy-go 
cky weather vane. 
very from Boston Helen 
ige’s people had been coming to Fair 
larbor. They knew it when what now 
the polo field was their cow pasture 
nd whether at the age of twelve or of 
enty or more, Helen Page ruled Fair 
When she arrived the “sea- 
opened; when she departed the 
il tradespeople sighed and began to 
She 
ular because she possessed charm, 
played no favorites. 
the grooms who held the ponies on 


summer 


arbor. 


ce account of stock. was so 


she 


d because 


side-lines her manner was just as 
nple and interested as it was to the 


lded youths who came to win the 

ampionship cups, and remained to try to win 
len. She was just as genuinely pleased 
make a four at tennis with the “kids” as 
take tea on the veranda of the clubhouse 


th the matrons. To each her manner was al- 
ys as though she were of their age. When 
met the latter on the Beach road, she greeted 
em riotously and joyfully by their maiden 
mes. And the matrons liked it. In compari- 
n the shown them by the 
ing women did not so strongly appeal. 
“When I’m jogging along in my station 


cle ference 
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wagon,” said one of them, “and Helen shrieks 
and waves at me from her car, I feel as though 
| were twenty, and I believe that she is really 
sorry I am not sitting beside her, instead of that 
good-looking Latimer man, who never wears a 
hat. Why does he never wear a hat? Because 
he knows he’s good-looking, or because Helen 
drives so fast he can’t keep it on?” 

“Toes he wear a hat when he is not with 
Helen?” asked the new arrival. ‘That might 
help. some.” 

“We will never know,” exclaimed the young 
matron; “he never leaves her.” 

This was so true that it had become a pub- 
lic scandal. You met them so many times a 


WAMUREANM 





“Do you understand?” he demanded of the sailorman. 


“Your duty is to protect this beautiful lady” 


day driving together, motoring together, play 
ing golf together, that you’ were embarrassed 
for them and did not know which way to 
look. But they ¢ ried in their shame. If 


you tactfully preten °d not to see them, Helen 


shouted at you. St made you feel you had 
been caught doing mething indelicate and 


underhand. 

The mothers of Fair Harbor were rather slow 
in accepting young Latimer. So many of their 
sons had seen Helen shake her head in that in- 
articulate, worried way, and look so sorry for 


Se ee 
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them, that any strange young man who 
apparently succeeded where those who had 
been her friends for years had learned 
they must remain friends could not hope to 
escape criticism. Besides, they did not know 
him: he did not come from Boston, and Har- 
vard, but from a Western city. They were told 
that at home, at both the law and the game of 
politics, he worked hard and successfully; but 
it was rather held against him by the youth of 
Fair Harbor that he played at other games, not 
so much for the sake of the game as for exer- 
cise. He put aside many things, such as whisky 
and soda at two in the morning, and bridge’ all 
afternoon, with the remark: “I don’t find it 
tends toward efficiency.” It was a remark that 
irritated, and, in the minds of the men at the 
country clubs, seemed to place him. They liked 
to play polo because they liked to play 
polo, not because it kept their muscles 
limber and their brains clear. 

“Some Western people were telling 
me,” said one of the matrons, “that he 
wants to be the next Lieutenant-Gov- 
ernor. They say he is very ambitious 
and very selfish.” 

“Any man is selfish,” protested one 
who for four years had attempted to 
marry Helen, “who wants to keep Helen 
all to himself. But that he should wish 
to be a Lieutenant-Governor, too, is 
rather an anticlimax. It 
lose sympathy.” 

Latimer went on his way without 
asking any sympathy. The compan- 
ionship of Helen Page was quite suffi- 
cient. He had been working overtime 
and was treating himself to his first 
vacation in years—he was young—he 
was in love—and he was very happy. 


makes one 


Nor was there any question, either, 
that Helen Page was happy. Those 
who had known her since she was a 


child could not remember when she had 
not been happy, but these days_she wore 
with a difference. It 
in her greetings to old 
it showed itself hourly in cour- 
and kindnesses. She was very 
kind to Latimer, too. She did not de- 
ceive him. She told him she liked bet- 
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her joyousness 
was in her eyes, 
friends: 


tesies 


ter to be with him than with anyone 
else—it would have been difficult to 
deny to him what was apparent to 


an entire summer colony -but she ex 
plained that that did not mean she would 
marry him. She made this announcement 
when the signs she knew made it seem neces 
sary. She announced it in what was for her 
a roundabout way, by remarking suddenly 
that she did not intend to marry for several 


years. 

This brought Latimer to his feet and called 
forth from him remarks so eloquent that Helen 
found it very difficult to keep her own. She felt 
as though she had been caught in an undertow, 
and was being whirled out to sea. When, at last 






























































she had regained her breath, only because Lati- 
mer had paused to catch his, she shook her head 
miserably. 

“The trouble is,” she complained, “there are so 
many think the same thing!” 

“What do they think?’ demanded Latimer. 

“That they want to marry me.” 

Checked but not discouraged, 
tacked in force. 

“IT can quite believe that,” he agreed, “but 
there’s this important difference: No matter how 
much a man wants to marry you, he can’t love 
you as I do!” 


Latimer at- 


“That’s another thing they think,” sighed 
Helen. 
“I’m sorry to be so unoriginal,” snapped 


Latimer. 

“Please don’t!” pleaded Helen. “I don’t mean 
to be unfeeling. I’m nct unfeeling. I’m only 
trying to be fair. If I don’t seem to take it to 
heart, it’s because I know it does no good. I| 
ean see how miserable a girl must be if she is 





With Latimer out of the 


loved by one man, and can’t make up her mind 
whether or not wants to marry him. But 
when there’s so many, she just stops worrying; 
for she can’t possibly marry them all.” 

“All!” exclaimed Latimer. “It is incredible 
that I have undervalued you, but may I ask how 
many there are?” 

“T don’t know,” sighed Helen miserably. 
“There seems to be something about me that 

“There is!” interrupted Latimer. “I’ve no 
ticed it. You don’t have to tell me about it. 
I know that the Helen Page habit is a damned 
difficult habit to break!” 

It cannot be said that he made any violent 
effort to break it. At least, not one that was 
obvious to Fair Harbor or to Helen. 

One of their favorite drives was through thx 
pine woods to the point en which the 
lighthouse, and on one of these excursions they 
explored a forgotten wood road and came out 
upon a cliff. The cliff overlooked the sea, and 
below it was a jumble of rocks with which the 
waves played hide aad seek. On many after 
noons and mornings they returned to this place, 


she 


stood 


and, while Latimer read to her, Helen would 
sit with her back to a tree and toss pine 
cones into the water. Sometimes the poets 
whose works he read made love so charm 
ingly that Latimer was most grateful to them 
for rendering such excellent first aid to the 
wounded, and into his voice he would throw 
all that feeling and music that from juries 
and mass meetings had dragged tears and 


cheers and votes. 
But when his voice became so appealing that 
it no longer was possible for any woman to 


resist it, Helen would exclaim’ excitedly: 
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“Please excuse me for interrupting, but there 
is a large spider—” and the spell was gone. 

One day she exclaimed: “Oh!” and Latimer 
patiently lowered the Oxford Book of Verse, and 
asked: “What is it, now?” 

“I’m so sorry,” Helen said, “but I can’t help 
watching that Chapman boy; he’s only got one 
reef in, and the next time he jibes he’ll capsize, 
and he can’t swim, and he’ll drown. I told his 
mother only yesterday—” 

“T haven’t the least interest in the Chapman 
boy,” said Latimer, “or in what you told his 
mother, or whether he drowns or not! I’m a 
drowning man myself!” 

Helen shook her head firmly and reprovingly. 
“Men get over that kind of drowning,” she said. 

“Not this kind of man doesn’t!” said Latimer. 
“And don’t tell.me,” he cried indignantly, “that 
that’s another thing they all say.” 

“Tf one could only be sure!” sighed Helen. “If 
one could only be sure that you—that the right 
man would keep on caring after you marry him 


” 


way the other two hundred and forty-nine suitors attacked with renewed hope 


the way he says he cares before you marry him. 
If you could know that, it would help you a lot 
in making up your mind.” 

“There is only one way to find that out,” said 
Latimer, “that is to marry him. I mean, of 
course,” he corrected hastily, ‘‘to marry me.” 

One day, when on their way to the cliff at 
the end of the wood road, the man who makes 
the Nantucket sailor and peddles him passed 
through the village; and Latimer bought the 
sailorman and carried him to their hiding place. 
There he fastened him to the lowest limb of one 
of the ancient pine trees that helped to screen 
their hiding place from the world. The limb 
reached out free of the other branches, and the 
wind caught the sailorman fairly and spun him 


like a daneing dervish. Then it tired of him, 
leaving him motionless with his arms out- 
stretched, balancing in each hand a tiny oar 


and smiling happily. 

“He has a friendly smile,” said Helen; “I 
think he likes us.” 

“THe is on guard,” Latimer explained. “I put 
him there to warn us if anyone approaches, and 
when we not here, he is to frighten 
trespassers. Do you understand?” he demanded 
of the sailorman. “Your duty is to protect this 
beautiful lady. So long as I love her you must 
guard this place. It is a lif You are 
always on watch. You neve sleep. You are her 
She says you have friendly smile. She 

It is a besee ving, abject, worship 
I am sure when I look at her, mine 
is equally idiotic. In fact, we are in many ways 
alike. I also am her slave. I also am devoted 
only to her service. Aad I never sleep, at least 
not since I met her.” 


are away 
entence. 
slave. 


wrongs vou. 


ing smile. 
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From her throne among the pine needles or 
Helen looked up at the sailorman and frowned. pe 
“Tt is not a happy simile,” she objected. “For 1 
one thing, a sailorman has a sweetheart in every me 
port.” s. 
“Wait and see,” said Latimer. ee 
“And,” continued the girl with some asperity, Li 
“if there is anything on earth that changes its ot 
mind as often as a weather vane, that is less hs 
certain, less constant—” + 
“Constant?” Latimer laughed at her in open re 
scorn. “You come back here,” he challenged, ¥ 
“months from now, years from now, when the i 
winds have beaten him, and the sun blistered te 
him, and the snow frozen him, and you will find 




















him smiling at you just as he is now, just as 
confidently, proudly, joyously, devotedly. Be- 
cause those who are your slaves, those who love 
you, cannot come to any harm; only if you dis- 
own them, only if you drive them away!” 

The sailorman, delighted at such beautiful 
language, threw himself about in a delirium of 
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joy. His arms spun in their sockets; like In 
dian clubs his oars flashed in the sun, and his 
eyes and lips were fixed in one blissful, long 
drawn-out, unalterable smile. 

When the goldenrod turned gray, and the 
leaves red and yellow, and it was time for Lati 
mer to return to his work in the West, he came 
to say good-by to Helen. But the best she could 
do to keep hope alive in him was the fact that 
she was glad he cared. She added it was 
helpful to think that a man such as he believed 
you were so fine a person, and during the com 
ing winter she would try to be like the fine per 
son he believed her to be, but which, she assured 
him, she was not. 


very 


Then he told her again she was the most 
wonderful being in the world, to which she said: 
“Oh, indeed no!” and then, as though he were 


giving her a cue, he said: “Good-by!’ But sh 
did not take up his cue, and they shook hands 
He waited, hardly daring to breathe. 

“Surely, now that the parting has come,” h¢ 


assured himself, “she will make some sign, she 
will give me a word, a look that will writ 
‘total’ under the hours we have spent together, 
that will help to carry me through the long 
winter.” 

But he held her hand so long and looked at 
her so hungrily that he really forced her to say: 


“Don’t miss your train,” which kind considera 
tion for his comfort did not delight him as it 
should. Nor indeed later did she herself recall 
the remark with satisfaction 


With Latimer out of the way the other two 
hundred and forty-nine suitors attacked with 
renewed hope. Among other advantages they 
had over Latimer was that they were on the 
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enough to want to marry him. But 


vited himself to join hers, and the 


day. Her nature was such that to 








ground. They saw Helen daily, at dinners, dances, 
at the country clubs, in her own drawing-room. 
Like any sailor from the Charlestown Navy Yard 
and his sweetheart, they could walk beside her 
in the park and throw peanuts to the pigeons 
and seratch dates and initials on the green 
benches; they could walk with her up one side 
of Commonwealth Avenue and down the south 
bank of the Charles, when the sun was gilding 
the dome of the State House, when the bridges 
were beginning to deck themselves with neck- 
laces of lights. They had known her since they 
wore knickerbockers; and they shared many in- 
terests and friends in common; they talked the 
same language. Latimer could talk to her only 
in letters, for with her he shared no friends or 
interests, and he was forced to choose between 
telling her of his lawsuits and his efforts in 
polities or of his love. To write to her of his 
iffairs seemed wasteful and impertinent, and of 
his love for her, after she had received what he 
old of it in silence, he was too proud 
to speak. So he wrote but seldom, 
ind then only to say: “You know 
vhat I send you.” Had he known it, 
is best letters were those he did not 
end. When in the morning mail 
llelen found his familiar handwrit- 
ng, that seemed to stand out like 
he face of a friend in a crowd, she 
vould pounce upon the letter, read 
t, and, assured of his love, would go 

n her way rejoicing. But when in 
he morning there was no letter, she 

ondered why, and all day she won- 
lered why. And the next morning 

hen again she was disappointed, her 
houghts of Latimer and her doubts 
nd speculations concerning him 
hut out every other interest. He 
ecame a perplexing, insistent prob- 

m. He was never out of her mind. 
\nd then he would spoil it all by 
vriting her that he loved her and 
hat of all the women in the world 
he was the only one. And, reas- 

ired upon that point, Helen hap- 
pily and promptly would forget all 
about him. 

But when she remembered him, al- 
though months had passed since she 
had seen him, she remembered him 
much more distinctly, much more 
vratefully, than that one of the two 
hundred and fifty with whom she 
had walked that same afternoon. 
Latimer could not know it, but cf 
that anxious multitude he was first, 
nd there was no second. At least 
Ilelen hoped when she was ready 

marry, she would love Latimer 


s yet she assured herself she did 
ot want to marry anyone. As she 
vas, life was very satisfactory. 
i’ verybody loved her, everybody in- 
ited her to be of his party, or in- 


hject of each seemed to be to see 
that she enjoyed every hour of every 


iake her happy was not difficult. 
Some of her devotees could do it by 


viving her a dance and letting her 


ivite half of Boston, and her kid brother could 
0 it by taking her to Cambridge to watch the 
am at practice. 

She thought she was happy because/she was 
ee. As a matter of fact, she was happy be- 
iuse she loved some one and that particular 
me one loved her. Her being “free” was only 
er mistaken way of putting it. Had she thought 
ie had lost Latimer and his love, she would have 
scovered that, so far from being free, she was 
und hand and foot and heart and soul. 

But she did not know that, and Latimer did 
t know that. 

Meanwhile, from the branch of the tree in the 
eltered, secret hiding place that overlooked the 
ean, the sailorman kept watch.” The sun had 
istered him, the storms had buffeted him, the 
ow had frozen upon his shoulders. But his 
yvalty never relaxed. He spun to the north, he 
pun to the south, and so rapidly did he scan the 
irrounding landscape that no one could hope to 
eep upon him unawares. Nor, indeed, did any- 
ne attempt to do’so. Once a fox stole into 
he secret hiding place, but the sailorman flapped 
is oars and frightened him away. He was al- 
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ways triumphant. To birds, to squirrels, to 
trespassing rabbits he was a thing of terror. 
Once when the air was still, an impertinent crow 
perched on the very limb on which he stood, and 
with scornful, disapproving eyes surveyed his 
white trousers, his blue reefer, his red cheeks. 
But when the wind suddenly drove past them, 
the sailorman sprang into action and the crow 
screamed in alarm and darted away. So, alone 
and with no one to come to his relief, the sailor- 
man stood his watch. About him the branches 
bent with the snow, the icicles froze him into im- 
mobility, and in the tree tops strange groanings 
filled him with alarms. But undaunted, month 
after month, alert and smiling, he waited the re- 
turn of the beautiful lady and of the tall young 
man who had devoured her with such beseeching, 
unhappy eyes. 

Latimer found that to love a woman like 
Helen Page as he loved her was the best thing 
that could come into his life. But to sit down 





She clutched the sailorman in both her hands, and hissed 
beseeching, worshiping smile 


and lament over the fact that she did not love 
him, did not, to use his favorite expression, 
“tend toward efficiency.” He removed from his 
sight the three pictures of her he had cut from 
illustrated papers, and ceased to write to her. 

In his last letter he said: “I have told you 
how it is, and that is how it is always going to 
be. There never has been, there never can be 
anyone but you. But my love is too precious, 
too sacred to be brought out every week in a 
letter and dangled before your eyes like an ad- 
vertisement of a motor car. It is too wonderful a 
thing to be cheapened, to be subjected to slights 
and silence. If ever you should want it, it is 
yours. It is here waiting. But you must tell 
I have done everything a man can do to 
make you understand. But you do not want me 
or my love. And my love says to me: ‘Don’t 
send me there, again to have the door shut in 
my face. Keep me with you to be your inspira- 
tion, to help you to live worthily.’ And so it 
shall be.” 

When Helen read that letter, she did not know 
what to do. She did not know how to answer it. 
Her first impression was that suddenly she had 


me so. 
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grown very old, and that some one had turned off 
the sun, and that in consequence the world had 
naturally grown cold and dark. She could not 
see why the two hundred and forty-nine expected 
her to keep on doing exactly the same things she 
had been doing with delight for six months, and 
indeed for the last six years. Why could they 
not see that there no longer was any pleasure in 
them? She would have written and told Lati- 
mer that she found she loved him very dearly if 
in her mind there had not arisen a fearful 
doubt. Suppose his letter was not quite honest ? 
He said that he would always love her, but how 
could she now know that? Why might not this 
letter be only his way of withdrawing from a 
position which he wished to abandon, from 
which perhaps he was even glad to escape? 
Were this true, and she wrote and said all 
those things that were in her heart, that now 
she knew were true, might she not hold him 
to her against his will? The love that once 
he had for her might no longer ex- 
ist, and if, in her turn, she told 
him she loved him and had always 
loved him, might he not in some 
mistaken spirit of chivalry feel it 
was his duty to pretend to care? 
Her cheeks burned at the thought. 
It was intolerable. She could not 
write that letter. And as day suc- 
ceeded day, to do so became more 
difficult. And so she never wrote 
and was very unhappy. And Lati- 
mer was very unhappy. But he had 
his work, and Helen had none, and 
for her, life became a game of put- 
ting little things together, like a pic- 
ture puzzle, an hour here and an 
hour there, to make up each day. 
It was a dreary game. 

From time to time she heard of 
him through the newspapers. For, 
in his own State, he was an “Insur- 
gent” making a fight, the outcome 
of which was expected to show what 
might follow throughout the entire 
West. _When he won his fight much 
more was written about him, and he 
became a national figure. In his 
own State the people hailed him as 
the next Governor, promised him a 
seat in the Senate. To Helen this 
seemed to take him further out of 
her life. She wondered if now she 
held a place even in his thoughts. 

At Fair Harbor the two hundred 
and forty-nine used to joke with her 
about her politician. Then they con- 
sidered Latimer of importance only 
because Helen liked him. Now they 
discussed him impersonally and over 
her head, as though she were not 
present, as a power, an influence, as 
the leader and exponent of a new 
idea. They seemed to think she no 
longer could pretend to any peculiar 
claim upon him, that now he be- 
longed to all of them. 

Older men would say to her: “I 
hear you know Latimer? What sort 
J of a man is he?” 
ine Helen would not know what to 

tell him. She could not tell them he 
was a man who sat with his back to 
a pine tree, reading from a book of verse, or halt- 
ing to devour her with humble, entreating eyes. 

She went South for the winter, the doctors 
deciding she was run down and needed the 
change. And with an unhappy laugh at her 
own expense she agreed in their diagnosis. She 
was indifferent as to where they sent her, for 
she knew wherever she went she must still force 
herself to go on putting one hour on top of an- 
other, until she had built up the inexorable and 
necessary twenty-four. 

When she returned winter was departing, but 
reluctantly, and returning unexpectedly to cover 
the world with snow, to eclipse the thin spring 
sunshine with cheerless clouds. Helen took her- 
self seriously to task. She assured herself it 
was weak-minded to rebel. The summer was 
coming and Fair Harbor with all its old delights 
was before her. She compelled herself to take 
heart, to accept the fact that, after all, the world 
is a pretty good place, and that to think only 
of the past, to live only on memories and regrets, 
was not only cowardly and selfish, but, as Lati- 
mer had already decided, did not tend toward 


efficiency. Continued on page 32) 
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“I caught her back there in the grass. And when I heard your signal I put her up on that table to keep her out of mischief”’ 


Back ‘There in the Grass 


COUT) 4 Botanist’s Introduction to a New Species of Woman in the South Sea Islands 
lr WAS spring in By GOUVERNEU R MORRIS girl coming out to him from the States by 


the South Seas the next steamer but one; the captain of that 
when, for the ‘ steamer would join them together in holy wed 
first time, I went of their ways proved. The interior of the cor- lock, and after that the Lord would provide. 
ashore at Batengo, rugated iron house in which he lived, for in y dear fellow,” he said, “you think I’m 
which is the Poly stance, was bachelor from A. to Z. And if that asking her to share a very lonely sort of life, 
nesian village, and wasn’t a sufficient alibi my pointer dog, Don, but if you could imagine all the—the affection 
== theonly one onthe who dislikes anything Polynesian or Melanesian, and gentleness, and thoughtfulness that I’ve 
r— big grass island of _teok to him at once. And they established a got stored up to pour out at her feet for the 
MTL the same name. romping friendship. He gave us lunch on the rest of our lives, you wouldn’t be a bit afraid 
There is a cable porch, and because he had not seen a white for her happiness. If a man spends his whole 
tion just up the beach from the village, and man for two months, or a liver-and-white dog time and imagination thinking up ways to make 
good-natured young chap named Graves had for two years, he told us the entire story of a girl happy and occupied, he can think up a 
arge of it. He was an upstanding, clean-cut his young life, with reminiscences of early whole lot. ... Id like ever so much to show 
low, as the fa 1 been among the childhood and plans for the future thrown in. her to you.” 
nds for three t falling into any [he future was very simple. There was a IIe led the way to his bedroom, and stood in 
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. much too good to be true.” 





silent rapture before a large photograph that 
leaned against the wall over his dressing table. 

She didn’t look to me like the sort of girl a 
cable agent would happen to marry. She looked 
like a swell—the real thing—beautiful and sim- 
ple and unaffected. 

“Yes,” he said, “isn’t she?” 

I hadn’t spoken a word. Now I said: 

“Tt’s easy to see why you aren’t lonely with 
that wonderful girl to look at. Is she really 
coming out by the next steamer but one? It’s 
hard to believe because she’s so 


The Christmas 
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made him the Rockefeller-Carnegie-Morgan of 
those parts. 

“All right, coward,” said Graves cheerfully. 
“Run away and play with the other children. 
... Now isn’t that curious? Neither love, 
money, nor insult will drag one of them a mile 
from the beach. They say that if you go ‘back 
there in the grass’ something awful will hap- 
pen to you.” 

“As what?” I asked. 


“The last man to try it,” 


said Graves, “in 
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company but Kanakas and a pointer dog makes 
one white man pretty keen for the society of 
another. Furthermore, at our one meeting I 
had taken a great shine to Graves, and to the 
charming young lady who was to brave a life 
in the South Seas for his sake. If I was eager 
to get ashore, Don was more so. I had a shot- 
gun across my knees with which to salute the 
cable station, and the sight of that weapon, 
coupled with toothsome memories of a recent 
big hunt down on Forked Peak, had set the dog 
quivering from stem to stern, to 
crouching, wagging his tail till 








“Yes,” he said, “isn’t she?” 

“The usual cable agent,” I 
said, “keeps from going mad by 
having a dog or a cat or some 


pet or other to talk to. But I 
“an understand a _ photograph 


like this being all-sufficient to 
any man—even if he had never 
seen the original. Allow me to 
shake hands with you.” 

Then I got him away from 
the girl, because my time was 
short, and I wanted to find 
out about some things that were 
important to me. 

“You haven’t asked me my 
business in these parts,” I said, 
“but Dll tell you. WT’m collect- 
ing grasses for the Bronx Bo- 
tanical Garden.” 

“Then, by Jove!” said Graves, 
“vou have certainly come to the 
right place. There used to be a 
tree on this island, but the last 
man who saw it died in 1789— 
Grass! The place is all grass: 
there are fifty kinds right 
around my house here.” 

“T’ve noticed only eighteen,” 
I said, “but that isn’t the point. 
The point is: when do the Ba- 
tengo Island grasses begin to go 
to seed ?” And ] smiled. 

“You think you’ve got me 
stumped, don’t you?” he said. 














“That a mere cable agent 
wouldn’t notice such things. 


Well, that grass there,” and he 
pointed “—beach nut we call it 
—is the first to ripen seed, and, 
as far as I know, it does it just 
six weeks from now.” 

“Are you just making things 
up to impress me?” 

“No, sir, I am not. I know 
to the minute. You see, I’m a 
victim of hay fever.” 

“In that case,” I said, “expect 
me back about the time your 
nose begins to run.” 

“Really?” And his whole face 
lighted up. “I’m delighted. 
Only six weeks. Why, then, if 
you'll stay round for only five 
or six weeks more, you'll be 
here for the wedding.” 

“T’ll make it if I possibly 
can,” I said. “I want to see if 
that girl’s really true.” 

“Anything I can do to help 
you while you’re gone? I’ve got 
loads of spare time—” 
































“Tf you knew anything about 
grasses—” 

“T don’t. 
into the 
around. 
for fun. 
with me.” 

“The natives?” 

“Yes. Poor lot. They’re committing race 
suicide as fast as they can. There are more 
wooden gods than people in Batengo village, 
and the superstition’s so thick you could cut 
it with a knife. All the manly virtues have 
perished. ... Aloiu!” 


But I'll blow back 
interior and look 
I’ve been meaning to right along, just 
But I can never get any of them to go 


The boy who did Graves’s chores for him 
came lazily out of the house. 
“Aloiu,” said Graves, “just run back into 


the island to the top of that hill—see?—that 
one over there—and fetch a handful of grass 
for this gentleman. He’ll give you five dollars 
for it.” 
Aloiu grinned sheepishly, and shook his head. 
“Fifty dollars?” 
Aloiu shook his head 


ness, and I whistled. 


with even more firm- 
Fifty dollars would have 











I saw that in spite of all the sobbing her eyes were perfectly dry 


the memory of the oldest inhabitant, 
woman. When they found her she was all 
black and swollen—at least that’s what they 
say. Something had bitten her just above the 
ankle.” 

“Nonsense,” I said, “there are no snakes in 
the whole Batengo group.” 

“They didn’t say it was a snake,” said Graves. 
“They said the marks of the bite were like those 
that would be made by the teeth of a very little 

child.” 

Graves rose and stretched himself. 

“What’s the use of arguing with people that 
tell yarns like that! All the same, if you’re 
bent on making expeditions back into the grass, 
you'll make ’em alone, unless the cable breaks 
and I’m free to make ’em with you.” 

Five weeks later I was once more coasting 
along the wavering hills of Batengo Island, 
with a sharp eye out for a first sight of the 
cable station and Graves. Fire weeks with no 


was a 
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it disappeared, and beating sud 
den tattoos upon the deck with 
his forepaws. And when at last 
we rounded on the cable station 
and I let off both barrels, he 
began to bark and race about 
the schooner like a thing pos- 
sessed. 

The salute brought Graves 
out of his house. He stood on 
the porch waving a handkerchief, 
and I called to him through a 
megaphone; hoped that he was 
well, said how glad I was to see 
him, and asked him to meet me 
in Batengo village. 

Even at that distance I d 
tected a something irresolute in 
his manner; and a few minutes 
later when he had fetched a hat 
out of the house, locked the 
door, and headed toward the vil- 
lage, he looked more like a sol!- 
dier marching to battle than a 
man walking half a mile to gre 
a friend. 

“That’s funny,” I said to Do 
“He’s coming to meet us in 
spite of the fact that he’d much 
rather not. Oh, well!” 

I left the schooner while she 
was still under way, and reached 
the beach before Graves came 
up. There were too many 
strange brown men to suit Don, 
and he kept very close to my 
legs. When Graves arrived the 
natives fell away from him as if 
he had been a leper. He wore a 
sort of sickly smile, and when 
he spoke the dog stiffened his 
legs and growled menacingly. 

“Ton!” I exclaimed stern] 
and the dog cowered, but thi 
spines along his back bristled 
and he kept .a menacing eye 
upon Graves. The man’s face 
looked drawn and rather angry. 
The frank boyishness was clean 
out of it. He had been strained 




















by something or other to the 
breaking point—so much was 
evident. 

“My dear fellow,” I said, 


“what the devil is the matter?” 
Graves looked to right and 
left, and the islanders shrank 
still , urther away from him. 
“You can see for yourself,” 
he said curtly. “I’m _ taboo.” 
And then, with a little break in 
his voice: “Even your dog feels 
it. Don, good boy! Come here, 
sir!” 
Don growled quietly. 
“You see!” 
“Ton,” I said sharply, “this man is my friend 
Pat him, Graves.” 











and yours. 


Graves reached forward and patted Don’ 
head, and talked to him soothingly. 
But although Don did not growl or men 


ace, he shivered under the caress and was un 
happy. 

“So you’re taboo!” I said cheerfully. “That’ 
the result of anything, from stringing pink and 
yellow shells on the same string to murderins 
your uncle’s grandmother-in-law. Which hav 
you done?” 

“T’ve been back there in the grass,” he said 
“and because—because nothing happened to m: 
I’m taboo.” 

“Ts that all?” 

“As far as they know—yes.” 

“Well!” said I, “my business will take me bacl 
there for days at a time, so I'll be taboo, toc 
Then there’ll be two of us. Did you find an; 


curious grasses for me?” Continued on page 30) 
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(ae Christmas Lay o fomial Days 
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in g V The Beiliff daughter Marjorie. wilh looks was faveréd eee, 
a Ana eke wifK swaine to tell her ofher charms 


= But two at length were left to ty each offer To excel, 
® And frher heort ond herd exchenge this arm» 


The first>a farmer, John Adeir.a sober honest youth 
—=> Well foudd inworlaly godds by oll report—- 
e cher "Tony Bender was 4 merry’ blede, in soo 
ose, otts were of fhe metaphofic sort— 
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Atlas! Re man the. maiden loved her father waved aside, 
ror Waids, forsootiA, Know not fieir minds’ quot he. | 
A bailiffs child shoul3_nof dspire sbove 4 farmers bride 
To wéd with sprigs of lofty pedigree: 


Now, know ye all Ret at fhe time and place our scene is set: 
A highwayman fis occupation plied. . 
Tis Tn. and name. (Cohasset Nich) were Known to afl and ye - 
Though all hed paid, none hed his face espied 


The Yule logybloged upon ‘Re. hearth $e festive. Py 
; oard was lai 
WR fhags fhe inner man te gretifys ‘ 
na quests were-bia fo learn of fhe betrothal of the mnid, 
Ana “happiness 4nd wealth. to prophesy<— 


The guests arrived from far and nest, afoot , by coach an) 

‘But to relate in breoifiless consternation—, shay” 

Thet Nick the rascal,waés abroad Afe traviler to wayley; 
nd on cath one hed wreaked his depredation— 
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While squires gove vent unto their rage and weeping dames 
‘Young "Tony bagedd the robbing scallawag.. fheir grief 
Ana £ tRe bailiffs -Christmes feedt convey€o the captwe ihief,Z 
MOr.n3 tS the eyests’ unbridled joy: he swag. 


‘Tis herd when. cherished idols fell and crosh about our eacs 
The boilif wortfiyy mon was moved to curses more Ron. 
The mask seas stoSd revesled pod, honest farmer John. 
Who chose to fill his barns with hay“ he made while Lune shone; 


Tt were not-meet on Christmas from our merry tale Digressing, 
‘The fate of honest John to tell ;Avauntsuch themes distressing? 
CWhile fortune smuléd4 our hero lost notime his heart confessing> 
And found a willing Marjorie subject tohis caressing. P 
The Bailtff shook his Knowing, heso but smiling gove his blessing. 
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The Smugglers Who Were Not Allowed to Eat Their Christmas Dinner in Peace 


HAD no notic:. in the beginning 
of going anywhere near New- 
foundland that winter, but the 
word was passed to me from old 
John Rose of Folly Cove that if 
I thought of running down for a 
load of herrin’, then he’d ought to 
have a couple o’ thousand barrels, 
by the looks o’ things, fine and fat 
in pickle, against Christmas Day, 
and old John Rose being a great 
friend of mine, and the market 
away up, I kissed the wife and 
baby good-by and put out for Placentia Bay in the Aurora. Now 
if anybody’d come to me before I left Gloucester that trip and 
asked me to turn a smuggling trick, why, I’d ’a’ said: “Go away, 
boy, you’re crazy.” But on the way down I put into Saint 
Pierre. You know Saint Pierre? In the Miquelons, yes, where 
in the spring the fishing vessels from France put in—big vessels, 
bark-rigged mostly, and carrying forty or fifty in a crew—they 
put in to fit out for the Grand Banks fishing. And they come 
over with wine mostly for ballast. And in the fall they sail back 
home, but without the wine. 

And, of course, scmethin’s got to be done with that wine, and 
though wine’s as cheap in Saint Pierre as ’tis to any port in 
France, yet ’tisn’t all drunk in Saint Pierre—not quite. The 
truth is, those people in Saint Pierre aren’t much in the drinking 
line. One American shacking crew will come in there and put 
away more in one night than that whole winter population will 
in a week—that is, they would if they could get the kind they 
wanted. But that Saint Pierre wine isn’t the kind of booze that 
our fellows are looking for after hauling trawls for a month o’ 
winter days on the Banks. No, what they want is something 
with more bite in it. And what becomes of it? H-m—if you 
knew that you’d know what a lot of people’d like to know. 

Well, I put into Saint Pierre, for I knew old John Rose and 
his gang of herring netters would cert’nly relish a drink of 
red rum now and again on a cold winter’s, night, and, going 
ashore, I runs into a sort of fat, black lad about forty-five, half 
French, half English, that was a great trader there, named 
Miller. ’Twas off him I bought my keg of rum for old John 
Rose. I’d heard of this Miller before, and a slick, smooth one 
he was reported to be, with a warehouse on one of the docks. 

He’d been looking at my vessel, he said, had noticed her 
come to anchor, and a splendid vessel she was—fast and 
weatherly, no doubt of that. Well, that was all right, for, take 
it from me, the Awrora was all that anybody could say of her 
that was good. And when you believe that way, and a man comes 
along and begins to praise your vessel like that, whether you 
like his sail plans or not, why, you just naturally can’t help 
warming up to him. We took a walk up the street together. 

And a master and a crew that knew how to handle her, too, 
Miller goes on. Now I blinked a little at that, straight to my 
face as it was. but after two or three more drinks I says to 
myself: ‘Oh, hell, what’s the good o’ suspectin’ everybody that 
pays a compliment of trying to heave twine over you?? We 
got pretty friendly, and, talking about one thing and another, 
he finally asked me if I ever had a notion of selling my vessel. 
] only smiled at him, and asked him if he had any idea what 
she cost to build. JT told him then. Fourteen thousand dollars 
to the day of her trial trip, and all the money my wife and I had 
in the world had gone into her. He had no idea she cost si 
much; but, on reflection, it must be so—of a certainty yes. A 
splen-did, a su-pairb vessel, so swift to sail, so perfect to maneu 
ver. If he himself possessed such an enchanting vessel—well, 
he could use her to much profit. There was a way. 
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He said that last so slyly that I had to ask him what that way drops a dory over the sidd Leary an 


was. He winked. “I deal in wines 


of you after he’s half filled you up. 
Well, no more then, but we left our 
caffay for a walk around the port, me 
looking for a little souvenir in the 
jewelry line for the baby. Christmas 
was comin’, and though I didn’t expect 
to be home till after New Year’s, still 
I wanted the wife to know I hadn’t for- 
got the baby. 

I was tellin’ that to Miller, and a 
little more about them, of how I hadn’t 
been but a couple of years married, 
and how I’d kissed her and the baby 
good-by on the steps, and her tellin’ me 
the last thing not to go pilin’ the vessel 
up on the rocks anywhere, that the 
baby’s fortune was in her now, and so on. 

Well, sir. that farewell scene, that 
adieu, was too touching for him—he in- 
sisted on picking out the souvenir him- 
self, and he picked out a good one, a 
pretty brooch to fasten the baby’s little 
collar, and he paid for it—forty francs 

and I just had to take it. 

Well, we had another drink and 
parted, me not expecting to see any 
more of him; but that night as I was 
down on the dock hailing the vessel for 
a dory to go aboard, a man stepped up 
to me and laid his hand or my arm. 
“Captain Corning?” he saiu, and I 
said yes. 

Well, he was a friend of Mr. Miller 

he had seen me talking to Mr. Miller, 
and learned that I was about to depart 
in the early morning, bound for Pla- 
centia Bay; he would like to ask me to 
do him a small favor. Could I take 
one package and land it on my way to 
Auvergne, where was one friend of his? 
A small matter, one five-gallon keg of 
rum, that rum which was of such trivial 
price in Saint Pierre, but on which the 
duty was so high in Newfoundland, and 
his friend was one poor man, one fisher- 
man, who could not afford to pay the duty. 


lan IOW this Auvergne was 
HT I | twenty-five miles this 
Hi|| side of any port of 

N entry, and my first land- 
ing in Newfoundland, 
————J} according to law, had to 
; be at a port of entry. 
And so I told this chap that, and how 
I was liable to a heavy fine, and so on. 
Yes, he discerned much truth it 
what I said. but consider that poor 
fisherman who could have his good rum 
merely for the landing—no other cost, 
none whatever—he, a friend of Mr. 
Miller, was sending it as a gift for the 
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tle port in Pla- 
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vestward one we 
ns, I ground out 
un the foghorn, at 
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tions, too, and I 
Archie Gillis and 
he beach, ask the 
ie rock, and if it 
ith him. It was 


the bit of beach, 
vas almost there, 
hind the easterly 
the revenue cut 
ks bad,” I says, 
we’ve come for 
it our tanks were 
t we had to have 
cook dinner, and 
in the dory- 

they'll have wit 
ty the keg over 
on up as if they 
” for water.” 


‘D that’s what 
vould ’a’ hap 
ened if it’d not 
een for the thirst 
that Sam Leary 
nd Archie Gillis 
nost always had 
vy see the revenue 
knew just what 
lone, but they 
that keg with- 
last drink out of 
ey got that drink 
ldn’t help think 
it to waste so 


much good rum, and taking a look baek at the cutter, and seeing 
she was still half a mile away—“Time enough,” says Sam to 
Archie—“this lad behind the big roek’ll have something to stow 
it in,” and he and Archie walks without any hurry up to the 
rock where the man was hiding. 

But instead of one man behind that roek, there was six, and 
right away there was a battle. Sam and Archie bowls over a 
couple and gets away up the beach and safe among rocks, 
but the revenue people got the keg. By that time the cutter was 
alongside us, and so they wouldn’t get the little Christmas keg 
I had tucked away for John Rose I pulled the plug out of it in 
no time and let it drain into her bilge. And that was an awful 
waste of good liquor, and I knew John Rose would grieve 
when I told him. 


HEY had a clean case against me, dnd I was taken 

with the Aurora to Harbor Grace for trial. 
When they asked me what I had to say, I told 
’em that I was simply bringing a little keg of 
rum from a man in Saint Pierre to his friend 
in Auvergne. They asked me the name of the 
man in Saint Pierre, and I said I didn’t know. 
They asked me the name of the man in Auvergne, and I said I 
didn’t know. “Was this the man?” they asks, and shows me 
the tag on the keg. I didn’t answer. And they went on to show 
there was no man in Auvergne by that name, and what were 
they to understand by that? 

I told them I didn’t know—it was past me. And it cert’nly 
was. But they knew what to make of it, they said. There were 
people in Auvergne doing this illegal business under false 
names. And I had used a false name, and to try to tell the 
honorable court that I did not know the name of the man in 
Saint Pierre who gave me the rum, nor the man I was bringing 
it to—why, I knew very well who gave me the rum, and I knew 
who I was bringing it to, and if the truth were known, I knew 
a lot more about the rum-smuggling traffic. And they were 
going to put a stop to it. 

And they laid a fine of twenty-five hundred dollars 
against my vessel. Maybe you might think that a pretty 
heavy fine, but that’s nothing. Almost any little local 
magistrate down that way can soak an American skipper 
or owner for almost any amount and get away with it. 
And how’s that? Well, we pay two to three dollars a 
barrel to Newfoundland fishermen for herring. Before 

we went down there the St. John’s merchants used to 
pay them about fifty cents a barrel, and it’s the St. 
John’s merchants who have all the money and came 
pretty near running Newfoundland. 

Well, when my little local magistrate 
fines me twenty-five hundred dollars I 
said I wouldn’t pay it, that I’d stir 
things up at Washington, and so on, but 
they only laughed at me, and put her up 
for sale. 

Now I’d’ve bid her in myself if I’d had 
the money, but I only had a couple of 
hundred dollars in cash for running ex- 
penses with me. All my Newfoundland 
friends down that way were poor people 
—fishermen. If ’twas home we could ’a’ 
raised plenty of money on her, but I 
was in Newfoundland, not Gloucester, 
and they rushed the thing through. 

Well, the Awrora was bid in for just 
the amount of the fine, and that was a 
shame, the vessel she was, and she was bid in by a man nobody 
seemed to know. I went to the man who bid her in and told 
him the whole story, of what the vessel meant to me, of how I 
came to bring the rum over, and asked him would he give me 
the chance to communicate with some business men in Gloucester 
and buy her back, but he only laughs at me, and laughs in a way 
to make me think I was a child. 

And in one way I was sort of a child, then, but I didn’t begin 
to realize how much of a child, 
till I heard a voice giving orders 
to make sail on the Aurora. A 
coast steamer had just come in, 
and from her had come a crew of 
men to take the Aurora away, 
and this was the voice of the 
man who gave me the keg of 
rum that night in Saint Pierre. 
And while I was looking at him 
another man came alongside 
from the coast steamer, and this 
was Miller himself. If the 
had been within dis 
tance I would have jumped 
aboard; but she had her lower 
sails up then and was moving in 
pretty lively fashion out of the 
harbor. 








A urora 


I sat on a rock on the beach 


to think it over, and, “Alec 
Corning,” I said to myself at 
last—“they cert’nly tried you 
with the right kind o’ bait—and 


hooked you good.” 


And I wondered how I could 
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get square with Miller. No use trying to stir up Washington. 
There was an old skipper of mine, and they’d fined him three 
thousand dollars once for just a difference of opinion and he 
couldn’t pay it, and his vessel at that very moment was being 
used for a lightship, and all he’d been getting out of Washing- 
ton were State Department letters for ten years. And he had 
cert'nly as much political pull as I had, for I had none. 

No, no State Department for mine, I says at last, and ships 
my crew up to John Rose to Folly Cove, telling them to help 
John with the herring, and to tell him, too, to save the herring 
for me, that I’d get ’em back to Gloucester some way, and myself 
takes passage next day on the mail packet to Saint Pierre. 

It was after dark of Christmas Eve when I landed at Saint 
Pierre. I went up to Argand’s Caffay, a place where all kinds 
of seafazsing people used to go to get a drink and a bite to eat. 
There were quite a few in there now—French stokers from a 
steamer or two and half a dozen French man-of-war’s men from 
a French gunboat that was lying in the harbor, I remember. 

I didn’t see any American fishermen in Argand’s, but I knew 
that some of ’em would be drifting in before long. And by and 
by a few did, but me saying nothing to any of them, only sitting 
over to a table in a corner with a little bit of supper, and think- 
ing that it was going to be a blue kind of Christmas for me, and 
a blue Christmas at home, too, for by this time Gloucester 
must’ve got the news of the seizure of the Aurora, and some- 
body’d surely passed the word to the wife. ‘ 

I was sitting there, in the corner, figuring things out and not 
bothering much about the people coming and going, when some- 
body sits down at my table, and no sooner down than I felt his 
boot pressing mine under the table. I looked up, and it was 
Archie Gillis. 

“A fine one you!” I breaks out—“where’s Sam ?” 

“Gi’me a chance now, skipper,” says Gillis, and orders a little 
something, and when the waiter was gone: “Sam’s not far away. 
I left him up to Antone’s rolling dice for turkeys. We came in, 
him and me, on a little French packet. Sam guessed you’d come 
back to Saint Pierre, and if you did he knew you’d drop in here. 
Sam/’ll be here soon. He guessed you’d come here. We’ve been 
tryin’ to find out about the Aurora. She’s in the harbor, and 
they’re going to put out to-night.” 

“For where?” 

“Well, it’s a fishin’ trip she’s cleared for, but she’s got more 
than offshore bait in her hold.” 

Archie had been talking straight down at his plate. Now he 
stood up, and from behind his napkin said: “There’s the skip- 
per o’ the Aurora—tryin’ to collect his gang together. Don’t 
look around. But he’ll have hard work, ’cause Sam and me spent 
most of th’ afternoon gettin’ ’em drunk—specially Sam. An’ 
Sam says don’t notice him when you see him come in, for the 
Aurora gang don’t know yet that we was any of your crew.” 
Gillis tossed his napkin down and strolled over to the bar. 










]}Y AND BY IT heard a familiar voice at the door— 

I could ’a’ heard it a block—and pretty soon Sam 
himself comes rolling in. He was carrying a mon- 
strous turkey, and he spied Archie first thing. 


And, “Hullo, Archie boy,” he shouts. “Throw 
|| your binnacle lights on that, will you? Thirty 


pounds he weighs—like you him—not a 
feather on, and twenty-five he’ll weigh, or ’m no fancy poultry 
raiser, when he’s ready for the oven.” 

Gillis poked his finger into the breast of the turkey. 
we had him for to-morrow, Sammie. 
luneh, that lad.” 

“Well, we’ll have him, Archie, for to-morrow. We'll have him 

-the biggest turkey ever sailed out of ol’ Sain’ Peer. A whale, 
look at him.” 

“Aye, some tonnage to him. 
Sammie ?” 


see 


“T wish 
He’d make a nice little 


But y’ never won him here, 


“Win him here? Here? Ever know anybody win anything 
here? No, sir. I won him up to ol’ Antone’s. Twenty-seven 


throws at twenty-five cents a throw.” 
“Twenty-seven! You could ’a’ bought two of ’em for that.” 





a rock on the beach to think it over 





















































































“Bought? Of course I could ’a’ bought; but 
who wants to buy a turkey Christmas time? 
Why, any fat old shuffle-footed loafer can take 
a basket under his arm and go down t’ the mar- 
ket and pay down his money and come away 
with a turkey or anything else he wants. *Tain’t 
the getting him; Archie—it’s the winnin’ him 
from a lot of hot sports that think they e’n roll 
dice. Twenty-seven throws I took and with 
every throw a free drink of good old cassy—” 

“Twenty-seven drinks o’ cassy! <A lot you 
knew about what you was rollin’ by then, 
Sammie.” 

“?Tain’t what I knew. but what I did, that 
counted, Archie, and it takes more than twenty- 
seven glasses 0’ cassy to put my rail under. You 





The Christmas 
>PPPPPPPPPPPDPPP>D>P>PP>PP>PP>PPPPPEDDPPPPPPPPPPPD: 









Why not there as well as here? Why not?” 
Sam glared down to the end of the bar, where 
Argand himself was taking in the cash, and his 
eyes, roaming round the room, caught mine and 
he winked. “A gen’l’man, ol’ Antone, which 
every caffy keeper ain’t—an’ because he’s a gen’- 
man, and because some others ain’t—”’ Sam 
looked around to see if Argand was getting that 
—“because some. others ain’t—because some 
others ain’t. I say—an’ I could name ’em, too, if 
I wanted—I could, yes.” 

I caught another flash from Sam’s eyes, and, 
looking where his eyes pointed, I saw my Aurora 
captain and three or four of his crew, who had 
just come in. 


“Name him, Sammie—name him,” 


urged Gil- 
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just slid feet first away from the bar and on to 
the floor, flat—and as they slid Argand reaches 
over and grabs the turkey out of Sam’s hand. 
That sort of put it up to our national pride— 
there was six or seven American fishermen in the 
place—and we waded in, and the French man- 
of-war’s men, they waded in, and it was one 
fine battle for maybe ten minutes, with nothing 
in the way of empty bottles, or full ones either, 
being overlooked. And when we couldn’t reach 
any more chairs or table legs we pulled off our 
sea boots, and, believe me, a big red jack with a 
three-quarter-inch sole and an inch and a half 
of heel—you grab a sea boot o’ that size—it don’t 
weigh more than four pounds or so—you grab it 
by the ears and get a full healthy swing on it 






























































Sam made a couple of tremendous swipes, and then down went the Aurora’s 


oughter know that, Archie. I knew what I was 
doin’—don’t worry. An’ that twenty-seventh 
rollin! I shook ’em up—spittin’ to wind’ard for 
luck—and lets ’°em run. And out they comes 
a-bowlin’. Seventeen! Cert’nly a fine run-off 
that, I says, and drops ’em in again, limbers my 
wrist a couple o’ times, and then—two fives and 
a six—thirty-three! I gathers ’em in again, 
takes off my cardigan jacket, lays my cigar on 
the rail, jibes my elbows to each side—‘Action,’ 
I says. ‘Action.’ Yer could hear ’em breathin’ 
a cable length all around me. I curls my fingers 
over the box, snaps her across an’ back again. 
The len’th of the table they rolled. Three sixes 
—fifty-one. ‘Mong due,’ yells ol’ Antone—Sank- 
antoon—not since fifteen year do I see such 
play” Well, for another hour they rolled, but 
that fifty-one was still high-line. I took him 
away. And alongside this lad when we have him 
to-morrow, Archie, there'll be a special bottle o’ 
wine—some red-colored wine. I don’t know the 
name of it. Good stuff, though, and ol’ Antone 
gave it to me—a special bottle.” 

“An’ well he might arter all the money you 
spent there, Sammie.” 

“An’ why not there as well as the next place? 














lis. “Name the cross-breeded dogfish—name 
’?im, Sammie, name ’im.” 

All this was foolish enough, perhaps, but not 
to Henri Argand, who ran this place. He didn’t 
have reputation enough to be able to stand off 
and laugh at Sammie and Archie—probably not 

for by and by, with four or five helpers, he 
comes with a rush and in ten seconds it was a 
mix-up. Sam and Gillis put their backs to the 
bar and gave battle. There were only the two 
of them, and the turkey, at firsts A great bird 
a turkey—especially when you swing him by the 
ankles. Down went a waiter, down went an- 
other waiter. Sam made a couple of tremendous 
swipes, and then down went the Aurora’s cap 
tain and one of his crew. The Auwurora’s cap- 
tain’s head, I thought, would be knocked clean 
off, the way the turkey hit him. Then over went 
a row of French stokers, and, with a back 
handed sweep of the turkey, down went the bar- 
tender behind. And Sam and Archie, I could 
see, were working over to finish the Ayrora’s new 
crew, and would’ve got ’em, too, but Argand, in- 
side the bar, picks up a bung starter, sneaks 
down and gives Sam and Archie a couple of 
slick taps over the ear, and down they went 
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captain and one of his crew 


and let it hit a man anywhere above the water 
line, and he won’t mistake it for any sofa 
cushion. 

It was a fine fight, and I think we’d ’a’ won 
out only for the reenforcements from outside. A 
liberty party of French man-of-war’s men come 
first, and then the police lads with the red 
trousers and the swords, and out we went into 
the street. And when they got us out they 
locked the doors and barred the windows. 

While I was pulling on my red jacks again, 
out under the lamp, on the corner of the street, 
up comes Sam and Archie. “Say, Alec,” begins 
Sam, “but you cert’nly laid ’em out with your 
sea boot.” 

I thought Sam and Archie would be pretty 
well smashed up, but there wasn’t a mark on ’em 
except a couple of lumps behind their ears. 

“Not us,” explained Sam. “Nothin’ happened 
to us except bein’ stepped on a few dozen times. 


But did y’ land the rest o’ th’ Aurora’s crew, 
Alec ?” 
“T don’t kn ' swung for ’em, Sam.” 
“You got ’ and that’ll put it out 
o’ their head h the Aurora to-night, 
though’—h i ear to the whistle of a 
Continued on page 35) 









































i | 











The Christmas Collier’s 























- a As Fat as"Coach might go ; 
‘There were three merry Lads of Yale But cage Hale. was ng — 
ht it not a Sin is Damewas pale alsoe’ ), 
To oak ata with, ‘Litha Hale ( P 
Which Kept Y Putnam Inne. 

















23 














THREE 
MERRY LADS .f YALE 
| év* Pipe: eee Inne 
ey 
ARTHUR GUITERMAN 


with drawings 
JOHN WOLCOTT ADAMS 











(2) So drove they down to Milford Town | 














PP 
(3) Said he, There be an idle Three 
That fit myBoard about,. 
A noify Three, but Woe is me, 


I dare not turn them out! 





(5) It was aLad, theCollege Pride, (4) “OF War they prate, of Britifh Hate, 
His Looks were mild and {weet: But litle drink or pay 3 
Upon the Table Cloth he tied With wordy Din they fill mine Inne 


A Piece of Saufagre Meat. Aud di my Guelis away!” 


(6) Ik was a Dog, an Idler’s Dog, 
Which faw the Saufage Falls 
He {natch’d it up, that greedy Pup- 
And off went Cloth and All! 





(8) There be three merry Lads of Yale 
That think it fearce a Sin 


(7) There were threeMen, three angry Men, 


Which, grudging, paid the Score ‘To quaff a Bowl with Litha Hale 
With Silver, too, for Breakage due, Whick teseue YP, ennaatt Vous 
And fadly left the Door. ae i 


















































2 The Christmas Collier’s 


4 
poses rarer are®, 


o 





Lplpl palm 


Ww 
Ww 
Ww 
wy 
w 


i 
$ 
wy 
rh, 


>>> >> >>> > PP PT || 


os 


Ds MUDE the hut of that Mother and Child; 
. en Angels, hovering, gave them covering. 
f Days were troubled and evil and wild; 


A P, | Ori m Mo th e rs Men neglected them, God protected them, 
'e) Kept their way oer the wanderers path y 





| 


A 
Dy 


' | Fd \ Wan Ve High in heaven a silvery star, Thine the Joy of the triumph He won— 
PF ape BF Whitely glimmering, brightly shimmering, Fetters shivering, Earth deliverinc, 
. Looks on river and cabin and tree, Place thy feet in the path ree ue men 
“i Beams, my baby, on you and me. Walk the way of the children of God. 
Shine! O Star of the diadem Rest, oh, rest, little baby, I pray, 
>. That glowed over Mary at Bethlehem! And wake in the of 5 igbedl oa 


2 
> 38 
SS 0 en SRE SCNEE meen PSE meee 2252 
es @ SO MEE CO EE © 59 C3) 909 SS, Co? 


very 


Father, Father, compassionate still, 
By Charles Brandon Guard Thou my baby from every ill! 
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J Snows, encumbering, shroud their slumbering. Reared in lowliness, grew in holiness. 
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‘The Legend of Dollmatia 








The Bold Captain Brings Happiness to the Kingdom 


A distin- 
guished French 
family was 
Mile. Fifi ‘de 
Falaru ‘de 
Bagueville. Her 
youth had been 
passed in Paris, 
and she “came 
out” at a recep- 
tion given by 
the Marquis de 
Nain Bleu. of the 
soulevard des Capucines. And so at first the 
ttle village on the central tableland of Doll- 
atia bored her beyond words. She loathed the 
arrow streets and the tall, white houses, black- 
indowed and chimneyless, and the white block 

a church. She laughed at the simple village 
aids in yellow dresses and flat red caps, and 
iade fun of the upstanding little soldiers in 
ie square. Fortunately there were in the vil- 



































He came galloping down High Street, a splendid figure of a doll 


‘ 


eirls of her own set, with whom she 
uld speak French; and they strolled to and 
ro under the conic green trees, talking of Pari 
exchanging little porcelain 
verdicts. And then one 
day she saw Captain Shanahan 

He came galloping down High Street, a splen- 
did figure of a doll, in khaki uniform, riding 
1 fleabitten mare. So furiously he came on he 
might have been riding for his life—children, 
dogs, scurried to right and left as he 
dashed by; but fast as he rode, for one Supreme 
\loment their eyes met. Blue looked into blue; 
hat was the way love came to them. Captain 
Shanahan reared his fleabitten mare back on 
her haunches and leaped from the saddle. He 
took Fifi’s hands in his. 

“T love you,” he said simply, but with a slight 
estern 

‘I know,” she said; “we 

That their 
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ian Society and 


confidences, anecdotes, 


goats 


accent. 

love each other.” 
wooing. And when he had 
issed her she saw how beautiful the little vil 
ge was. It was as though a veil had been 
ifted from it. She wondered how she had ever 
lisliked the white block of a church. Now the 


was 


tall spire, which is painted a glorious crim- 
on, looked like the exclamation mark after 
‘O be joyful!” 


6 be houses of the village, as you know, are 
white. They have small black windows 
nd slanting roofs of red or blue. The doors 
narrow, but this doesn’t matter, for no 
ne dreams of going in, because the houses are 
smaller than the people and, anyway, they are 
solid. So Mlle. Fifi de Falaru de Bagueville 
and Captain Shanahan lived out of doors like 
the other villagers. Even at night there was no 


ire very 
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By VANCE THOMPSON 


{LL USTRATED BY OLIVER HERFORD 





danger, for a smoke-colored dog with a red col- 
lar painted round his neck was: on guard, and 
a policeman stood, unflinching, in the square. 
One evening the lovers had walked out. to the 
farm not far away. It was Fifi’s favorite walk. 
She loved to watch the spotted cow grazing in 
the meadow, the thoughtful horse standing, his 
head over the top bar of the fence. 

“What is the matter, dear?” she asked; “you 
are strangely preoccupied to-night.” 

The captain drew. the fair 
French girl closer to his side. 

“The time has come. I must 
speak,” he said sadly with a 
slight western accent; “have you 
not observed the agitation in the 


village? Have you seen noth- 
ing ?” 

“T have seen only you, dear- 
est.” 

“And yet: the village is no 
longer blithe and merry as it 


used to be. The children do not 
dance in the square. The maid- 
ens do not sing as they go arm 
in arm. The very men around 
the tavern door are glum. And 
you, dear, light-hearted girl, have 
seen nothing of all this! You 
do not. know the fearful Legend 
of Dollmatia! Listen, dear.” 

There in the mysterious twi 
light he told her the legend of 
their land. 


T IS an old, old legend. It 

goes back to the beginning of 
time, before the church steeple 
was painted. 

Underneath all the merriment oz the village, 
underneath the seeming tranquillity of life, ran 
a dark Torrent of Fear. In the springtime 
and in the summer the villagers tried not to 
think of It. They even made light of the Thing 
that was to happen. Some of the boldest lads 
pretended they didn’t 
believe in It. Learned 
old men sprang up on 
boxes in the square and 
proved, by logic, It 
couldn’t be; they said It 
was a Superstition, un- { 
worthy of the Enlight- 
ened Age in which they 
lived. They were Loudly 
Applauded by the Pro- 
And one merry 
wag of a fellow—in a 


gressive. 


spangled coat—had a 
Large. Following when 
he sang: 
“Happy villagers, dance 
and play, 
Fits may follow — but 
dance away!” 
But when the sun 


went into the north and 
the cold winds blew and 
the snow came down, the 
Fear returned. It crept 
through the village like 
a fog. And the villagers went about stealth- 
ily as though Ghostly Things were conspiring 
against them. They asked each other: “What 
if the Legend were true?” Even the Aged 
Rhetors on the boxes and the Spangled Wag 
asked: “What if It were true?” 


NE thing they knew— 

' In the cold of the year a Man came to 
Dollmatia.- He was a Man, but a Mountain 
of.a.Man, booted and bearded, with a round 
face, red as the setting sun. Drawn by huge 
beasts with round eyes and branching horns, 
he came. in a tumult. of discordant bells. And 
with his great hands he gathered up the fear- 
stricken. population, stuffed them, one and 
all, into a black bag which hung at his back. 
No one was spared; the ancient Rhetors on 
boxes, mothers with babies, soldiers, children, 

lovers—even the tranquil animals of street and 
farm—were swept away into the Black Gulf of 
the bag. Upon them all the same dark destiny 
came,down. Had this been all, they might have 
steeled themselves to meet it bravely—since it 
was the Common Fate. 

But. the Legend of Dollmatia whispered of 
more Awful Things. 

The Red-faced Man, bearded, booted, furred, 
who carried them away was really a Fiend; and 
his awful name, Kr-r-riss Kr-r-ringle, sounded 
like the scraping of a jagged Sword on Bones; 
in his far-away country it was his Joy to take 
the poor Dollmatians and hang them, one by 
one, to gigantic trees, ablaze with fire, and leave 
them to dangle there in eternal torment. 

This was the Legend told in Dollmatia when 
the sun went north; it was the Legend that 
Captain Shanahan whispered to Fifi in the twi- 
light. She was white with the Fear. 

“Oh, save me, save me,” 

“There must be a way!” he cried with a slight 
western accent, and, taking heart, he leaped 
on his mare and caught Fifi up to the saddle 


she S¢ Ibbed. 


MOMENT later they were galloping at full 

speed across the tableland. On and on 
Suddenly Captain Shanahan reined in his flea- 
bitten mare just in time—in another instant 
they had been over the edge of a precipice, 
which fell sheer away into the darkness below. 
On hands and knees Captain Shanahan crept 
to the verge and looked over. 

“Tt must be hundreds of inches deep,” he 
said with a shudder. 

“Let us test it,” Fifi suggested; she plucked 
a feather from her hat and tossed it over; min- 
utes passed as they listened breathlessly—but 
they did not hear it strike. 

“Tt is a bottomless abyss,” 
in an awestruck voice; they drew back trembling. 

The entire plain they discovered that night 
was rimmed with this horrible precipice, pre- 
venting all escape. Dawn found them back at 
the village. It was a place of terror. Mothers 


said the captain 





She loved to watch the thoughtful horse standing with his 
head over the top bar of the fence 


looked at their Offspring with faces of Stony 
Despair. A negro in a yellow turban sat on the 
ground, shouting: “We are all the same inside 

I’m only painted black, and the Paint Comes 
Off!” The policeman told him to move on, but 
the negro only rolled his eyes and howled. Only 
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Then, of a sudden, It happened— 

There was the noise of hoofbeats, monstrous 
and metallic, and the jangling of bells. A Great 
Voice roared with laughter. Then it was as 
though a Mountain had loomed up over the 
tableland of Dollmatia. The terror-stricken In- 
habitants dashed this way and that; but Huge 
Hands swept them up and stuffed them into 
the Bag. 


LOWLY Fifi came to herself. She was lying 
on the green plain near the precipice. In 

a little while she remembered. She had been 
clinging to her lover’s arm when the Huge Hand 
clutched them and lifted them up into the dome 
of the sky. Fiercely the heroic captain had 
fought, but in the struggle she had lost her hold 
and fallen down through the rushing air into 


the animals, who had never heard the Legend, 
went about as usual, stupidly happy. 


The policeman told him to move on, but the negro 


only rolled his eyes and howled 


blessed unconsciousness. How long she ‘had lain 
she did not know. Weeks passed before she 
was strong enough to crawl back to the village. 
The deserted village? But as she drew near she 
heard voices. Blithe girls from Paris were ex- 
changing porcelain confidences, anecdotes, ver- 
dicts. Soldiers were drawn un, as of old, in the 
village square. Aged Rhetors were talking logic 
from their boxes. Idlers lounged at the tavern 
door. Mothers were calling to their children. 
A dog with a red collar painted round his neck 
came up and snuffed at her shoes. She did not 
know the dog. She did not know the people. 
Another generation, a new generation, had come 
to the village. She felt lonely and old and un- 
loved. For one moment as she passed the duck 
pond she was tempted to throw herself into the 
mirror, but her courage forsook her, and she 
crept slowly across the square and sank ex- 
hausted at the church door. 


— year wore away. Once more the sun 
went to the north. Disconsolate, Fifi was 
almost glad to feel the cold winds and see the 


idan 





te 
\ 
eo? 


SS 





see 








| 
mae 


yf 






rT 









| a) 
4 t/ 


4] 
Yi 
sr 


a 
-—; 
—— 


P 


‘A 


{= oa 


a 


$—f4__ff 
ee 


ZZ 

































Aged Rhetors were talking logic from their boxes 


The Christmas Collier’s 


falling snow. They 
told her that re- 
lease from her life 
of loneliness was 
near at hand. The 
cold of the year 
came. One even- 
ing she stood 
sadly looking out 
across the plain 
when she heard a 
faint cry out of 
the twilight and 
her name: “Fifi! 
Fifi!” Far away 
she saw a Rocking 
horseman spurring 
fast. Then she 
knew! And for 
very joy her heart - 
stopped _ beat- 
ing. On came 
the fleabitten 
mare, flecked with foam, and then her lover 
—haggard, wounded, faint from loss of saw- 
dust—leaped to the ground and clasped her 
in his arms, showering kisses on her eyes 
and hair and face. 

“Fifi, my true love!” he whispered again 
and again with a slight western accent. 


N ODEST as he was brave, Captain 
4 Shanahan did not boast of his fear- 
ful adventures on his way back to Doll- 
matia. To this day Fifi does not know how 
he escaped from Over There, fought his 
way back, and sealed the aw- 
ful precipice. Never a word 
of all this said the captain, 
though they have been mar- 
ried for Ages. After that first 
Maddening Moment, when he 
clasped her in his arms, he 
said: “Quick, dear, let us 
mount the fleabitten mare 
and travel at Breakneck 
Speed to the village!” 

“Oh, oh!” she shrieked, “have 
you forgotten the fearsome Ogre, 
the Mountain who is like a Man, 
who carried you away a year 
ago! Pause, beloved!” 

Ere she finished he had caught 
her to the saddle-bow and was 
spurring over the plain. They 
came to the village square. There 
were the little soldiers; they 
knew they were doomed, but 
erect they stood, inflexible as 
Dogmas. The rest of the Popu- 
lation simply wallowed in terror, 
so great was their dread of Kriss- 
Kringle, the Man- Mountain. 
with the Huge Hands that ear- 
ried them away. 

Splendid, indeed, looked the 
brave Captain Shanahan as he 
rode into the square, Fifi held fast in his sword 
arm. He showed no signs of the dangers he 
had been through; one kiss from his sweet- 
heart’s cherry lips had 


made him well and 
whole. 

He dropped the reins 

\ on the neck of the flea- 

} bitten mare and raised 


his left hand for si- 
lence. And 


silence. 





there was 
Even the negro 
doll (he had been a king 
in his own country) 
stopped moaning. Then 
in a clear, distinct voice, 
though with a slight 
western accent, the cap- 
tain began: 


| | E SAID: “People of 

Dollmatia, I have 
great news for you. Oh, 
for generations and gen- 
erations you have been 


= woefully deceived. You 

| have thought that Kriss- 
Kringle—” 

= (At this dread name 


all the people shuddered 
—except the soldiers.) 
“You have thought 








He leaped on his mare and caught Fifi up to the saddle 











Kriss-Kringle was 
your Enemy. You 
believed that he 
carried you away 
to the Tree of 
Torment. People 
of Dollmatia, hear 
the good news! 
The Legend is 
false! I have Seen 
the Tree. It is 
more _ beautiful 
than Tonguecan- 
tell. It is covered 
with stars brighter 
than candles. It 
shines with Silver 
and Gold _ and 
Majestic Ribbons. 
Atop of it dances 
a Fairy in Whit 
and Blue. And 
it is a Universal 
Provider of Candies and Comfits!” 

(The villagers were all on their feet now with 
eyes open wide and mouths agape.) 

Captain Shanahan went on: 

“Best of all, there We stand like Gloriou 
Creatures, to be pointed at and admired and 
adored. Beautiful Children simply -Screan 
with Delight when they are appointed t 
Take Care of Us night and day—for - th 
Grown-ups, though good-natured, are not In 
telligent enough to be intrusted with sucl 
Responsibilities. 

“Gh. -40¥." Shanahan 


eried Captain 


Huge Hands swept them up and stuffed them into the Bag 


and all the Dollmatians jumped 
eried: “Oh, joy! Oh, 


W.A.S.W.A., 
up and down and 
joy !” 

And they said Kriss-Kringle’s name over and 
over again, because it sounded like sugar kisses 
and honey. 

And one poor little Parisian doll, who was 
Greatly Disliked because (although she was 
an orphan) she made a nuisance of herself 
by saying “pap-pa” and “mam-ma” to entire 
strangers, almost fainted with delight at the 
thought of meeting real Parents. 

So, with outstretched arms and shining eyes, 
they stood, one and all, waiting for the com 


ing of— 


‘AR off they heard the tinkle of bells, the 
stamping of reindeer hoofs, the laughter of 
Good Kriss-Kringle. 

“He’s coming, coming, coming!” they cried. 
They danced with delight and hugged each 
other. 

The captain leaned down and impressed a 
Rapturous Kiss on the fair lips of Fifi, his 
bride. 

All was Joyous Expectation. For the Fear 
had vanished forever from the wide world of 
Dollmatia. 

And that is why—as every Student of 
Physiognomy must have noticed—there is 
such a look of Calm Beatitude on the faces 
of Dolls. 
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Christmas play,and make good cheer 
For Christmas comes but once a year. 


The Christmas 


At 
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in One of the Dreadnoughts of the U. S. 


DRAWN BY HENRY 


The Christmas 


A Christmas Feast Below the Water Line 





























" LIBRARY°OF CO 
LOCOMOBILE 'SI 


Locomobile Models for 1912 


The “30” The “38” The “48” 











Four Cylinders. Six Cylinders. Six Cylinders. ” 
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Five Passengers. Five Passengers. Seven Passengers. 
Touring Car, $3500 Touring Car, $4200 Touring Car, $4800 


Limousine, $4600 Limousine, $5550 Limousine, $6050 


New York 
Chicago 
Boston 


Philadelphia 


The Locomobile Company —— Washington 
of America Atlanta 


San Francisco 


Bridgeport, Conn. Oakland 


THE 
BEST BUILT CAR 

















Gt OHIO ELECTRIC 


HERE is a Christmas present. 


One that 


your whole family will appreciate and 
treasure. : It is so distinctive, so far removed 


from the ordinary and at the same 
time so very practical. 

No other electric can claim the fine 
construction and comfort, the mag- 
nificent rich finish and elegance, the 
dainty and delicate appointments. It 
is big and roomy. The wheels are 
large and the springs remarkably 
resilient, all of which means solid 
comfort and ease. 


This is Model K. It is equipped 


with our high efficiency enclosed 
shaft drive without universal joints 
(patented). Magnetic’ controller 
(patented) located on the steering 
post. 34x 4 solid or pneumatic tires. 
Exide and Ohio Batteries. Ironclad 
or Edison Batteries at additional cost. 
Colors—Ohio Blue, Green or Maroon. 
Upholstery—finest imported broad- 
cloth or goatskin. Price — fully 
equipped—$2900 f.o.b. Toledo, Ohio. 


Write for beautifully illustrated catalogue showing complete line of the finest electric cars built. 


The Ohio Electric Car Company, Dept. B, Toledo, Ohio 


Agencies in New York, Chicago, Los Angeles, Denver. Kansas City, Salt Lake City, St. Louis, 
Cincinnati, Detroit, Toledo, Philadelphia, Boston, Washington, Columbus, San Francisco, 


Portland, M 





Vancouver, Mexico City, and other principal cities. 
























No. 41 (Black) and No. 43 (Green 


Special Christmas Price 





The Best Christmas Gift in the World 





*hristmaas price by s¢ 


7 ' 
$ BURLINGTON BLANKET CO., Burlington, Wisconsin 




















id a more welcome present for anybody who 





Take advantage of the special 


Address Dept. A 


in cold weather 
nding your order today 











This Company has an 
attractive and exceedingly 
remunerative proposition for 
one energetic business man in 
each community. 

Only high-grade men con- 
sidered. 

Send your references to 
save time. 


Northwest Townsite Company 


308 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Penna. 


You will be comfortable, healthy and happy in 
a upiformly heated home if you have a 


4, »” 

INNEAPOLIS 

HEAT REGULATOR 
Determine exactly the degree of warmth you 
want during the day, indicate at bed time the 
temperature for the night and secure automat 
ically at the getting up hour a resumption of 
the day time temperature. 


Latest Model—Clock Improvements 
Clock swings in complete circle — also 
detachable —all windings with same 
key —Receiving Socket for holding key. 

The ‘* Minneapolis’ has been the standard for 

28 years. Used with hot water, hot air, steam or 

natural gas heating. Sold by the heating trade 

everywhere under a positive guarantee of 
satisfaction. Send for our booklet 


WM. R. SWEATT, Secretary 
General Offices: 724 PALACE BUILDING 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
























10 CENTSADAY 


by any machine at any price. 





buys the Pittsburgh Visible Typewriter. Made in 
our own factory in Kittanning, Pa now 

later the price will be $100. One of the most 
remarkable typewriters in the world; not excelled 
Entire line visible. Back spacer, tabulator, two color 


ribbon, universal keyboard, etc. Agents wanted everywhere. One Pittsburgh Visible 
achine Given Away for a very small service 


and to learn of our easy terms and full particulars regarding this un- 
To Get One Free precedented offer, say tousinaletter™ Mail your FREE OFFER.” 


No selling necessary 


THE PITTSBURGH VISIBLE TYPEWRITER COMPANY 


Yept. 52, Union Bank Building 
80 


Established 20 Years 


PITTSBURGH, PA. 


“T don’t- know about grasses,” he said, 
“but I found something very curious that 
I want to show you and ask your advice 
about. Are you going to share my house?” 

“T think I’ll keep headquarters on the 
schooner,” I said, “but if you’ll put me 
up now and then for a meal or for the 
night—” 

“Pll put you up for lunch right now,” 
he said, “if you’ll come. I’m my own 
cook and bottle washer since the taboo, but 
I must say the change isn’t for the worse 
so far as food goes.” 

He was looking and 
cheerful. 

“May I bring Don?” 

He hesitated. 

“Why—yes—of course.” 

“Tf you’d rather not?” 

“No, bring him. I want to make friends 
again if I can.” 

So we started for Graves’s house, Don 
very close at my heels. 

“Graves,” I said, “surely a taboo by a 


speaking more 


lot of fool islanders hasn’t upset you. 
There’s something on your mind. Bad 
news?” 

“Oh. no,” he said. “She’s coming. It’s 


other things. I'll tell you by and by— 
everything. Don’t mind me. I’m all right. 
Listen to the wind in the grass. That 
sound day and night is enough to put a 
man off his feed.” : 

“You say you found 
curious back there in the grass 

“T found, among other things, a stone 
monolith. It’s fallen down, but it’s al- 
most as big as the Flatiron Building in 
New York. It’s ancient as days—all carved 
—it’s a sort of woman, I think. But we’ll 
go back one day and have a look at it. 
Then, of course, I saw all the different 
kinds of grasses in the world—they’d in- 
terest you more—but I’m such a punk 
botanist that I gave up trying to tell ’em 
apart. I liked the flowers best—there’s 


something very 


9 





millions of ’em—down among the grass. . . . 
I tell you, old man, this island is the great- 
est curiosity shop in the whole world.” 


| - He unlocked the door of his house and 


stood aside for me to go in first. 
“Shut up, Don!” 
ga dog growled savagely, but I banged 
him with my open hand across the 
snout, and he quieted down and followed 
into the house, all tense and watchful. 
On the edge of Graves’s writing table, 
with its legs hanging over, was what I 
took to be an idol of some light brownish 
wood—say sandalwood, with a touch of 
|pink. But it was the most lifelike and 
astounding piece of carving I ever saw in 
the islands or out of them. It was about 
a foot high, and represented a Polynesian 
woman in the prime of life, say, fifteen or 
sixteen years old, only the features were 
finer and cleaner carved. It was a nude, 





in an attitude of easy repose—the legs 
hanging, the toes dangling—the hands 


|resfing, palms downward, on the blotter, 
the trunk relaxed. The eyes, which were 
a kind of steely blue, seemed to have been 


For The Man Who Drives an Automobile 
iso tecsahatinn Waste thas eicka. Wane Ae ence Chk edeld Ue made, depth upon depth, of some wonder- 
more acceptable to an automobile owner 0 cha affeur he Sho-Fur #_ATul translucent enamel, and to make his 
Ses Sirtaie ‘atal (anit 1 Rh Aiea MARTA Ge: a8 work still more realistic the artist had 
Saud gut Seniaede te, bebeest Winn © planted the statuette’s eyebrows, eyelashes, 
h. We are making a xpectal Christmas price of $7 on th and scalp with real hair, very soft and 
° silky, brown on the head and black for the 
rlington Sho-Fur Mat Robe lashes and eyebrows. The thing was so 
mode un in heavy Wack or ast gre ge ny nn 1 nhaewane lifelike that it frightened me. And when 
Robe i w Aviator Cloth, a thick, soft, all-wool, material Don began to growl like distant thunder I 
apetialty constrerted for wareth and cumies —OR08 didn’t blame him. But I leaned over and 
able a f ux the Sho-Fur Mat Robe, It is alone in its caught him by the collar, because it was 
Sho-Fur Mat Robe mata. TL Emi anisuamEa evident that he wanted to get at that 


statuette and destroy it. 

When I looked up the statuette’s eyes 
had moved. They were turned downward 
upon the dog, with cool curiosity and in- 
difference. A kind of shudder’ went 
through me. And then, lo and behold, the 
statuette’s tiny brown breasts rose and fell 
slowly, and a long breath came out of its 
nostrils. 


I 


BACKED violently into Graves, drag- 
ging Don with me and half choking him. 


“My God Almighty!” I said. “It’s 
alive.” 
“Isn’t she!” said he. “I caught her 


back there in the grass—the little minx. 
And when I heard your signal I put her 
up on that table to keep her out of mis- 
chief. It’s too high for her to jump—and 
she’s very sore about it.” 

“You found her in the grass,” I said. 
“For God’s sake—are there more of them?” 

“Thick as quail,” said he, “but it’s hard 
to get a sight of ’em. But you were over- 
come by curiosity, weren’t you, old girl? 
You came out to have a look at the big 
white giant and he caught you with his 
thumb and forefinger by the scruff of the 
neck—so you couldn’t bite him—and here 
ryou are.” 

The womankin’s lips parted, and I saw 
a flash of white teeth. She looked up into 
Graves’s face and the steely eyes soft- 





Back There in the Grass 


(Continued from page 18) 


ened. It was evident that she was 
fond of him. 

“Rum sort of a ” said 
“What?” sp: ~ 

“Rum?” I said. “It’s horrible—it jgyy 
decent—it—it ought to be taboo. Dov: 
got it sized up right. He—he wants 
kill it.” 

“Please don’t keep calling her It” gai 
Graves. “She wouldn’t like it—if she y) 
derstood.” Then he whispered words tha 
were Greek to me, and the womankin 
laughed aloud. Her laugh was sweet and 
tinkly, like the upper notes of a spinne 

“You can speak her language ?” 

“A few words—Tog ma Lao?” 

“Na!” 

“Aba Ton sug ato.” 

“Nan Tane dom ud lon anea!” 

It sounded like that—only all whispers 
and very soft. It sounded a little like ¢, 
wind in the grass. ] 

“She says she isn’t afraid of the dog" 
said Graves, “and that he’d better let her 
alone.” 

“T almost hope he won’t,” said I, “Qop 
outside. I don’t like her. I think Py 
got a touch of the horrors.” 
















































































RAVES remained behind a moment 
lift the womankin down from th 
table, and when he rejoined me I had maég 
up my mind to talk to him like a father 
“Graves,” I said, “although that eres 
ture in there is only a foot high, it ign} 
a pig or a monkey, it’s a woman, and 
you’re guilty of what’s considered a pretty 
ugly crime at home—abduction. You'y 
stolen this woman away from kith and kin, 
and the least you can do is to carry her 
back where you found her and turn he 
loose. Let me ask you one thing—what 
would Miss Chester think ?” 

“Oh, that doesn’t worry me,” aif 
Graves. “But I am worried—worried sick 
It’s early—shall we talk now, or wait til 
after lunch?” 

“Now,” I said. 

‘Well,” said he, “you left me pretty well 
enthused on the subject of botany—o | 
went back there twice to look up grasse 
for you. The second time I went I got t 
a deep sort of valley where tlie grass ij 
waist high—that, by the way, is where the 
big monolith is-——and that place was alive 
with things that were frightened and ran 
I could see the directions they took by the 
way the grass tops acted. There were lots 
of loose stones about and I began to throw 
’em to see if I could knock one of tle 
things over. Suddenly all at once I sav 
a pair of bright little eyes peering out 
of a bunch of grass—TI let fly at them, and 
something gave a sort of moan anf 
thrashed about in the grass—and then lay 
still. I went to look, and found that If 
stunned—her. She came to and tried to bit 
me, but I had her by the seruff of the nec 
and she couldn’t. Further, she was siti 
with being hit in the chest with the stone 
and first thing I knew she keeled over it 
the palm of my hand in a dead faint. | 
couldn’t find any water or anything—ant! 
didn’t want her to die—so I brought be 
home. She was sick for a week—and! 
took care of her—as I would a sick pu 
and she began to get well and want to plaj 
and romp and poke into everything. Shel 
get the lower drawer of my desk open ani 
hide in it—or crawl into a rubber boo 
and play house. And she got to be rigl 
good company—same as any pet does 
cat or a dog—or a monkey—and naturally 
she being so small, I couldn’t think of le 
as anything but a sort of little beast thd 
I’d caught and tamed. ... You see hil 
it all happened, don’t you? Might har 
happened to anybody.” 

“Why, yes,” I said, “If she didn’t git 
a man the horrors right at the start- 
can understand making a sort of pet 
her—but, man, there’s only one thing ™ 
do. Be persuaded. Take her back wher 
you found her, and turn her loose.” 








“Well and good,” said Graves. “i tried 
that, and next morning I found her & 
my door, sobbing—horrible dry sobs—l 


tears. You’ve said one thing that 
full of sense: she isn’t a pig—or a monké 
—she’s a woman.” 

“You don’t mean to say,” said I, “tht 
that mite of a thing is in love Wh 
you?” ; 

“I don’t know what else you'd call it 
Graves,” I said, “Miss Chester arr 
by the next steamer. In the mean whil 
something has got to be done.” 

“What?” said he helplessly. 

“T don’t know,” IT said. “Let me think 

The dog Don laid his head heavily? 
my knee, as if he wished to offer a solt 
tion of the difficulty. 


WEEK before Miss Chester’s ste@ 
was due the situation had 
changed. Graves’s pet was as much a i 
ture of Graves’s house as the front do 
And a man was never confronted with 
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Individual Libraries [ 


for Christmas Gifts 
You will probably 


either receive or very likely 
present a number of books 
the 
Christmas season. 

Why not follow the prac- 
tice that obtains in many 
other American homes— 
start an individual library to 
house the Christmas books. 

A single Globe2Wernicke 
section costs but little more than 


me holiday book—but it houses 
20 or more books. 


You can add a unit every 
year and thus gradually promote 
the growth of a home library at 
small expense that will prove an 
everlasting source of pleasure 
and profit. 


BS a 


































































Globe=Wernicke 


Elastic Bookcases 


in different styles and finishes 
of oak and mahogany that harmonize 
with the interior fittings of any room, and 
because of their unit construction, are 
easy to rearrange into attractive combi- 
nations, whereas the solid bookcase is not 

isceptible of rearrangement, and always 
IORS the 


ire made 


same. 
Exact duplicates of our bookcase units 
ire always obtainable, and prices uniform, 
ght prepaid everywhere 

Write today for the Globe“Werniche B 
é ul 


iMustrating ir 





coy > 
“The Blue Book of Fiction, cohtaining 


thentic lists of the world’s 


best fiction as com- 
piled by the leadin English authorities, mailed 
nh req Simply address Dept { 
The Globe “Wernicke Co., 
agcegangell 





Branch Stores: New Yo 8 Bro oadway 
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1|Back There in the Grass 


(Continued from page 30) 


more serious problem. Twice he carried 
her back into the grass and deserted her, 
and each time she returned and was found 
sobbing—horrible dry sobs—on the porch. 
And a number of times we took her, or 
Graves did, in the pocket of his jacket, 
upon systematic searches for her people. 
Doubtless she could have helped us to 
find them, but she wouldn’t. She was very 
sullen on these expeditions and frightened. 
When Graves tried to put her down she 
would cling to him, and it took real force 
to pry her loose. 

In the open she could run like a rat; 
and in open country it would have been 
impossible to desert her; she would have 
followed at Graves’s heels as fast as he 
could move them. But forcing through the 
thick grass tired her after a few hundred 
yards, and she would gradually drop 
farther and _ farther behind—sobbing. 
There was a pathetic side to it. 

She hated me. And made no bones 
about it; but there was an armed truce 
between us. She feared my influence over 


Graves, and I feared her—well, just as 
some people fear rats or snakes. Things 


utterly out of the normal always do worry 
me, and Bo, which was the name Graves 
had learned for her, was, so far as I 
know, unique in human experience. In 
appearance she was like an unusually 
good-looking island girl observed through 
the wrong end of an opera glass, but in 
habit and action she was different. She 
would catch flies and little grasshoppers 
and eat them all alive and kicking, and if 
you teased her more than she liked her 
ears would flatten the way a cat’s do, and 
she would hiss like a snapping turtle, and 
show her teeth. 

But one got accustomed to her. Even 
poor Don learned that it was not his duty 
to punish her with one bound and a snap. 
But he would never let her touch him, be- 
lieving that in her case discretion was 
the better part of valor. If she approached 
him he withdrew, always with dignity, but 
equally with determination. He knew in 
his heart that something about her was hor- 
ribly wrong, and against nature. I knew it, 
too, and I think Graves began to suspect it. 

a day came when Graves, 


\ ] ELL, 
had been up since dawn, saw 


smoke of a steamer along the horizon, and 
began to fire off his revolver so that I, too, 
might wake and participate in his joy. 
I made tea and went ashore. 

“It’s her steamer,” he said. 

“Yes,” said I, “and we've got to decide 
something.” 

“About Bo?” 

“Suppose I take her off your hands—for a 
week or so—till you and Miss Chester have 
settled down and put your house in order. 
Then Miss Chester—-Mrs. Graves, that is 
—can decide what is to be done. I admit 
that I’d rather wash my hands of the 
business—but I’m the only white man 
available, and I propose to stand by my 
race. Don’t say a word to Bo—just bring 
her out to the schooner, and leave her.” 

In the upshot Graves accepted my offer, 
and while Bo, fairly bristling with excite- 
ment and curiosity, exploring the 
farther corners of my cabin, we slipped 
out and locked the door on her. The min- 
ute she knew what had happened she began 
to tear around and raise (ain. It sounded 
a little like a cat having a fit. 

Graves was white and unhappy. 
get away quick,” he said; “I feel 
skunk.” 

But Miss Chester 
her photograph said 
that 
very 
Graves’s mind. 

If the wedding was quick and business- 
like, it was also jolly and romantic. The 
oldest passenger gave the bride away. All 


who 
the 


was 


“Let’s 
like a 


was everything that 
about her, and more 
the trick he had played Bo 
negligible weight on 


too, so 


was soon a 


the crew came aft and sang “The Voice 
That Breathed O’er E-den That Earliest 
Wedding-Day”—to the tune called “Blair- 


gowrie.” They had worked it up in secret 
for a surprise. And the bride’s dove-brown 
little teary. I man. 
read the service, and choked 
As for Graves—I had never 
handsome—well, with his 
brown face and white linen suit, he made 
me think. and I’m sure T don’t know why, 
of St. Michael—that time he overcame 
Lucifer. The captain blew us to breakfast 
with champagne and a cake, and then the 
happy pair went ashore in a boat full of 
the bride’s trousseau, and the crew manned 
the bulwarks and gave three cheers, and 
then something like twenty-seven more, 
and last thing of all the brass cannon was 
fired, and the little square flags that spell 
G-o-o-d L-u-e-k were run up on the signal 
halyards. 


eves got a was best 
The captain 
occasionally. 
thought him 


As for me, T went back to my schooner, 
feeling blue and lonely. TI knew little 
about women and less about love. It 
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PENS 


Pens of Pearls, of Diamonds, of Rubies, Parker Pens of Gold and Silver, 
Plain Pens, Carved Pens, Parker Pens of Rich Design, $1.50 to $250.00 


in the Christmas rush, why not 

give everybody Parker Gift Pens? 
And why not reserve them now? 
The dealer will hold them for you 
until Christmas week. Every Parker 
Gift Pen comes in a handsome box 
of special Christmas design. 


[iis we of wearing yourself out 


People who have no fountain pens 
want them. People who have them 
want one that Won’t Leak. 


THE STRANGE REASON WHY 
FOUNTAIN PENS LEAK 

Even when a regular fountain pen 
is resting point-up in your pocket, a 
little ink always hangs in the feed- 
tube. Presently your body-heat gets 
to the pen. Then the air in the pen 
expands and pushes out a few black 
drops, which drool around inside the 
cap. So, when you go to write you 
smear your fingers. 


THE STRANGE REASON WHY 
PARKER PENS DON’T LEAK 
The Parker feed-tube has 

a curve in it—the ‘Lucky 

Curve.’ The tip of the 

feed-tube touches the barrel 

wall (see x-ray picture above) 

When you put your Parker 

in your pocket the touch 

of the the 
feed-tube starts Capillary At- 


barrel wall on 


Jack Knife Safety 





Make this touch’ 
self and prove it 


traction. The ink is sucked down 
out of the feed-tube by the same 
natural force that makes a lump of 
sugar suck up drops of coffee. So, 
when body-heat makes the air in the 
Parker Pen expand, there is no ink 
in the feed-tube to blow out. Re- 
sult: no inky fingers. 

Any Parker Pen dealer will prove 
this to you by a simple test. 

No other fountain pen has the 
«<Lucky Curve,’’ so don’t let the 
dealer give you any other. If he 
hasn’t a Parker, tell him to send for 
an assortment to show you. If he 
won’t, write us for catalogue, and 
buy direct. 


THE NEW PARKER JACK KNIFE 
SAFETY PEN 
To delight people give them Parker 
Pens. Can be 
carried in trousers pocket like a jack 
knife, yet won’t leak, smear, or spill. 
Pen knife size for lady’s purse. 


RESERVE YOUR PARKER 
CHRISTMAS PENS NOW 


Don’t wait till the stock is 
all picked over. 

Solve your whole Christ- 
mas problem in one shop at 
one time. 


test your 
won't leak 


Today is the best time. 


The Parker Pen Co., 98 Mill St., Janesville, Wisconsin 


Our New York retail store is at 11 





Park Row, opposite Post Office 
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Foolish dependence on 














Some men think more of their 
money than they do of their lives 


but suppose they do—+¢#e cost of 
Weed Anti-Skid Chains is small. 


and—the cost of 
skidding 1s great 


Just look at this! 
A man buys an 


expensive Car. 


No money is spared 
to safe-guard it against 
everything—everything 
but Skidding!—and well 
he knows that Weed 
Chains make skidding 
utterly impossible—yet he 
neglects to get them. 


**Pooh! Pooh!’’ 


he exclaims, 
“quite non-essential 
—the danger is re- 
mote—besides I am 


a very careful driver.” 
One day a little rain— 
a slippery pavement—a 
false turn— 


Strange isn’t it? 
If any little breakage 
is sustained the car 
goes to the garage, 
quick—but when the 
bare rubber tires are wet 
and slick—and they com- 
mence to slip and slide 
and skid dangerously — 
you do nothing—not a thing ! 
Strange isn’t it? 


Think hard! An- 


swer this question 
truthfully—z/you val- 
ue either your money 
or your life—and if 
you know positively that if 
you do not use Weed Chains 
you may lose your mon- 
ey—or your life—or you 
may lose both—Why in 
The Name of Reason Don't 
You Use Them ? 


S-Sk-Ski-Skid! Crash! Weed Chains on 


the front wheels give 
comfortable easy steering. 
No cramped fingers; nocramped 
arms; no sore muscles. 


It’s a short 
story—but a long 
list of repairs. Skid- 
ding certainly does in- 
jure a bank account. 


Out of car tracks, ruts, snowdrats and 
deep going just like steering on smooth 
roads. Try them and be convinced. 





Weed Chains cannot injure tires because “they creep” 











At All —continually shift their position on the tire. 

Reputable 

i Weed Chain Tire Grip Company 
28 Moore Street - += New York City 











Back There in the Grass 


(Concluded from page 31) 


didn’t seem quite fair. For once I hated 
my profession—seed gatherer to a body of 
scientific gentlemen whom I had _ never 
seen. Well, there’s nothing so good for 
the blues as putting things in order. 

I cleaned my rifle and revolver. I wrote 
up my note-book. I developed some plates; 
I studied a brand-new book on South Sea 
grasses that had been sent out to me, and 
] found some mistakes. I went ashore with 
Don, and had a long walk on the beach 
—in the opposite direction from Graves’s 
house, of course—and I sent Don into the 
water after sticks, aud he seemed to enjoy 
it, and so I stripped and went in with 
him. Then I dried in the sun, and had a 
match with my hands to see which could 
find the tiniest shell. Toward dusk we re- 
turned to the schooner and had dinner, 
and after that I went into my cabin to see 
how Bo was getting on. 


HE flew at me like a cat, and if I hadn’t 
kK) jerked my foot back she must have 
bitten me. As it was, her teeth tore a 
piece out of my trousers. I’m afraid | 
kicked her. Anyway I heard her land with 
a crash in a far corner. I struck a mateh 
and lighted candles—they are cooler than 
lamps—very warily—one eye on Bo. She 
had retreated under a chair, and looked out 
—very sullen and angry. I sat down and 
began to talk to her. “It’s no use,” I said, 
“vou’re trying to bite and scratch; be- 
cause you’re only as big as a minute. So 
come out here and make friends. I don't 
like you and you don’t like me; but we’re 
going to be thrown together for quite 
some time, so we’d better make the best of 
it. You come out here, and behave pretty 
and I’ll give you a bit of gingersnap.” 

The last word was intelligible to her, 
and she came a little way out from under 
the chair. I had a bit of gingersnap in my 
pocket, left over from treating Don, and 
I tossed it on the floor midway between 
us. She darted forward and ate it with 
quick bites. 

Well, then, she looked up, and her eyes 
asked—just as plain as day: “Why are 
things thus? Why have I come to live 
with you? I don’t like you. I want to go 
back to Graves.” 

[ couldn’t explain very well, and just 
shook my head and then went on trying to 
make friends—it was no use. She hated 
me, and after a time I got bored. I threw 
a pillow on the floor for her to sleep on, 
and left her. Well, the minute the door 
was shut and locked she began to sob. You 
could hear her for quite a distance, and | 
couldn’t stand it. So I went back—and 
talked to her as nicely and soothingly as 
I could. But she wouldn’t even look at me 
—just lay face down—heaving and _ sob- 
bing. 

Now I don’t like little creatures that 
snap—so when I picked her up it was by 
the scruff of the neck. She had to face 
me then, and I saw that in spite of all the 
sobbing her eyes were perfectly dry. That 
struck me as curious. I examined them 
through a pocket magnifying glass, and 
discovered that they had no tear-duets. Of 
course she couldn’t ery. Perhaps I squeezed 
the back of her neck harder than I meant 
to—anyway her lips began to draw back 
and her teeth to show. 

It was exactly at that second that I re- 
called the legend Graves had told me about 
the island woman being found dead, and all 
black and swollen, back there in the grass, 
with teeth marks on her that looked as if 
they had been made by a very little child. 

I forced Bo’s mouth wide open, and 
looked in. Then I reached for a candle 
and held it steadily between her face and 
mine. She struggled furiously so that I 
had to put down the candle and catch her 
legs together in my free hand. But I had 
seen enough. I felt wet and cold all over. 
For if the swollen glands at the base of 
the deeply grooved canines meant any- 
thing, that which I held between my 
hands was not a woman—but a snake. 

I put her in a wooden box that had con- 
tained soap and nailed slats over the top. 
And, personally, I was quite willing to put 
serap-iron in the box with her, and fling 
it overboard. But I did not feel quite jus- 
tified without consulting Graves. 

As an extra precaution in case of acci- 


dents, I overhauled my medicine chest and 
made up a little package for the breast 
pocket—a lancet, a rubber and a 
pill-box full of permanganate erystals. | 
had still much collecting to do, “baek there 
in the grass,” and I did not 

step on any of Bo’s cousins or her sisters 
or her aunts—without having some of the 
elementary first-aids to the snake-bitten 
handy. 

It was a lovely starry night, and 
I determined to sleep on deck. Before 
turning in I went to have a look at Bo. 
Having nailed her in a box securely, as I 
thought, I must have left my cabin door 
ajar. Anyhow she was gone. She must 
have braced her back against one side of 
the box, her feet against the other, and 
burst it open. I had most certainly un- 
derestimated her strength and resources, 

The crew, warned of peril, searched the 
whole schooner over, slowly and methodie- 
ally, lighted by lanterns. We could not 
find her. Well, swimming comes natural 
to snakes. 

I went ashore as quickly as I could get 
a boat manned and rowed. I took Don on 
a leash, a slyotgun loaded, and both pockets 
of my jacket full of cartridges. We ran 
swiftly along the beach, Don and I, and 
then ta¥ne@d-itito the grass to make a short 
cut for Graves’s house. All of a sudden 
Don began to tremble with eagerness and 
nuzzle and sniff among the roots of the 
grass. He was “making game.” 

“Good Don,” I said, “good boy—hunt her 
up! Find her!” 

The moon had risén. I saw two figures 
standing in the porch of Graves’s house. I 
was about to call to them and warn 
Graves that Bo was loose and dangerous— 
when a scream—shrill and frightful—rang 
in my ears. I saw Graves turn to his bride 
and catch her in his arms. 

When I came up she had collected her 
senses and was behaving splendidly. While 
Graves fetched a lantern and water she 
sat down on the porch, her back against 
the house, and undid her garter, so that I 
could pull the stocking off her bitten foot. 
Her instep, into which Bo’s venomous teeth 
had sunk, was already swollen and discol- 
ored. I slashed the teeth-marks this way 
and that with my lancet. And Mrs. Graves 
kept saying: “All right—all right—don't 
mind me—do what’s best.” 

Don’s leash had wedged between two of 
the porch planks, and all the time we were 
working over Mrs. Graves he whined and 
struggled to get loose. 

“Graves,” I said, when we had done what 
we could, “if your wife begins to seem 
faint, give her brandy—just a very little— 
at a time—and—I think we were in time 
—and for God’s sake don’t ever let her 
know why she was bitten—or by what—” 

Then I turned and freed Don and took 
off his leash. 

The moonlight was now very white and 
brilliant. In the sandy path that led from 
Graves’s porch I saw the print of feet— 
shaped just like human feet—less than an 
inch long. I made Don smell them, and 
said: 

“Hunt close, boy! 





’ 


Hunt close!’ 


Sy hunting, we moved slowly through 
the grass toward the interior of the 
hotter—suddenly 
as if he 


island. The scent grew 
Don began to move more stiffly 
had the rheumatism—his eyes straight 
ahead saw something that I could not 
see—the tip of his tail vibrated furiously 
—he sank lower and lower—his_ legs 
worked more and more stiffly—his head 
was thrust forward to the full stretch of 
his neck toward a thick clump of grass. 
In the act of taking a wary step he came 
to a dead halt—his right forepaw just 
clear of the ground. The tip of his tail 
stopped vibrating. The tail itself stood 
straight out behind him and became rigid 
like a bar of iron. I never saw a stancher 
point. 

“Steady, boy!” 

I pushed forward the safety of my shot- 
gun and stood at attention. 


“How is she?” 
“Seems to be pulling through. I heard 
you fire both barrels. What luck?” 





The Sailorman 


Continued from page 15) 


Among the other rules of conduct that 
she imposed upon herself was not to 
think of Latimer. At least, not during 
the waking hours. Should she, as it some- 
times happened, dream of him—should she 
imagine they were again seated among the 
pines, riding across the downs, or racing 
at fifty miles an hour through country 
roads, with the stone fences flying past, 




















with the wind and the sun in their eyes, 





and in their hearts happiness and content 
that would not be breaking her rule. If 
she dreamed of him, she could not be held 
responsible. She could only be grateful 
And then, just as she had banished him 
entirely from her mind, he came East. 
Not as once he had planned to come, only 
to see her, but with a blare of trumpets, 
at the command of many. citizens, as the 
guest of three cities. He was to speak 
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MOTOR CARS 


ERE is the Garford “Six”—the most ad- 
vanced six cylinder car on the market. 

The wonderful performance of this motor 
during a series of unusually rigid tests, cover- 
ing a period of over three years, rightly classes 
it as the most perfect six cylinder car made. 
Every six cylinder obstacle has been over- 
come. It has successfully weathered the storm. 


@ Under any condition the fuel distri- 
bution is perfect. At all times you get 
the full benefit of all of the cylinders— 
notoccasionally. It hasaself contained 
oiling system, guaranteeing perfect 
lubrication. Oil consumption is re- 
markably low. Onone 15,000 mile test 
it averaged eleven miles per gallon of 
gasoline. In this car the six cylinder 
bugbear—carburetion—has been com- 
pletely eliminated. It is as mechani- 
cally perfect as the best of the 
engineering world can make it. 


@ The wheel base of one hundred 
and thirty-five inches permits an un- 


usually comfortable and luxurious 
seven-passenger body. The body it- 
self is elegantly proportioned. The 
whole finish is magnificent. The car 
shown here is the six cylinder seven- 
passenger touring car priced at $4500. 


g A polished chassis of this most ad- 
vanced ‘‘Six’’ will be shown at both 
the New York and Chicago Automo- 
bile Shows. If you attend be sure 
and look it over. 

q@ We have a book about this ‘‘Six”’ 
which we know will interest you. 
We would like to send you a copy. 
Please ask for Book B. 


The Willys-Garford Sales Company, Toledo, Ohio 


If interested in trucks ask for a track book. 


Hotel Plaza, New York City 
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comes as an interest- 
ing welcome to those 
who wear the classic 
underwear— 


| @ooPERS 


Fine Winter Weight Worsteds 


There is lacking the usual ‘‘worsted 
itchy friction’’; and the fit is so snug, 
yet yielding, clinging close all over the 
body that the customary chill is kept out 
and the heat kept in. These are secured 
by the Cooper quality yarn and by the 
patented ‘‘ Spring- Needle’ process, mak- 
ing a smooth non-irritating, elastic fabric 
that assures a perfection of fit possible in 
no other make. 

If you want human underwear comfort, 
with longest wear and most classy style, 
select the only 


Original Cooper’s—Made 
in Bennington, Vermont. 


“é 


Refuse the ‘‘similars.’’ C ooper ‘s is 
made in union and two piece suits in fine 
worsteds, silk lisle and in cotton, in all 
weights and colors. Union Suits $1.50 to 
$5; Shirts and Drawers $1 to $2.50 each 

Ask us for free samples of fabric 
and booklet of styles and prices. 


COOPER MFG. CO., sci‘Maxers 
BENNINGTON, VERMONT 


Always insist on seei e+ 
this trade mark on Cooper's 


ERS 
tb Mf BENNINGTON. VE 


An Ideal Christmas Gift 




















It Can’t Be Broken Into 
It Can’t Be Carried Away 


HE guardian of the Acme Fire-Proof and 
Burglar-Proof Cabinet is on duty all 
the time It resents interference. It is 

as strong as steel can make it, as convenient 
as the ordinary jewelry box, and your trust- 
worthy servant day and night It 
you of dangei to its contents if tampered 
with, by an alarm ringing loudly Buy one 
of them and-you will not be concerned eithes 
day or night about the safety of your valuables 


Price $25.00 
Order today or send for illustrated booklet 


The Acme Burglar-Proof Cabinet Company 
BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT 


notifies 





COLGATE'S 


RIBBON 


DENTAL CREAM 


a this Trial 
[ube is your 
proof of the efh- 
and deli- 
cious . favor of | 
Colgate’s Ribbon 
Dental Cream. 
Four cents will 
bring it to you. 


| COLGATE & Co. 
Dept. W i 
199 Fulton St. | 
New York } 
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The Sailorman 
(Continued from page 32 


at public meetings, to confer with party 
leaders, to carry the war into the enemy’s 
country. He was due to speak in Boston 
at Faneuil Hall on the first of May, and 
that same night to leave for the West, 
and three days before his coming Helen 
fled from the city. He had spoken his 
message to Philadelphia, he had spoken 
to New York, and for a week the papers 
had spoken only of him. And for that 
week, from the sight of his printed name, 
from sketches of him exhorting cheering 
mobs, from snapshots of him on rear plat- 


forms leaning forward to grasp eager 
hands, Helen had shut her eyes. And that 


during the time he was actually in Bos- 
ton she might spare herself further and 
more direct attacks upon her feelings she 
escaped to Fair Harbor, there to remain 
until, on the first of May at midnight, 
he again would pass out of her life, maybe 
forever. No one saw in her going any 
significance. Spring had come, and in 
preparation for the summer season the 
house at Fair Harbor must be opened and 


set in order, and the presence there of 
some one of the Page family was easily 
explained. 

\ HE made the three hours’ run to Fait 
h Harbor in her car, driving it herself, 
and as the familiar land falls fell into 
place, she doubted if it would not have 
been wiser had she stayed away. For she 
found that the memories of more than 
twenty summers at Fair Harbor had been 
wiped out by those of one summer, by 
those of one man. The natives greeted 
her joyously: the boatmen, the fishermen, 
her own grooms and gardeners, the village 
postmaster, the oldest inhabitant. They 
welcomed her as though they were her 
vassals and she their queen. But it was 
the one man she had exiled from Fair 
Harbor who at every turn wrung her 
heart and caused her throat to tighten. 
She passed the cottage where he had 
lodged, and hundreds of years seemed to 
have gone since she used to wait for him 
in the street, blowing noisily on her auto- 
mobile horn, calling derisively to his open 
windows. Wherever she turned Fair Har- 
bor spoke of him. The golf links; the 
bathing beach; the ugly corner in the 
main street where he always reminded 
her that it was better to go slow for ten 
seconds than to remain a long time dead; 
the old house on the stone wharf where 
the schooners made fast, which he in- 
tended to borrow for his honeymoon; the 
wooden trough where they always drew 
rein to water the ponies; the pond into 
which he had waded to bring her lilies. 

On the second day of her stay she found 
she was passing these places purposely, 
that to do so she was going out of her 
way They no longer distressed her, but 
gave her a strange comfort. They were 
old friends, who had known her in the 
days when she was rich in happiness. 

But the secret hiding place—their very 


own hiding place, the opening among the 


pines that overhung the jumble of rocks 
and the sea—she could not bring herself 
to visit And then, on the afternoon of 
the chird day when she was driving alone 
toward the lighthouse, her pony of his 
own accord, from force of habit, turned 
smartly into the wood road And again 
from foree of habit, before he reached the 
spot that overlooked the sea, he came to 
a full stop. There was no need to make 
him fast. For hours, stretehing over 
many summer days, he had stood under 
those same branches patiently waiting. 
N foot, her heart beating tremulously, 


stepping reverently, as one 
aisle of some dim cathedral, Helen advanced 
into the sacred circle. And then she stood 
quite still. What she had expected to find 
there she could not have told, but it 
gone. The place was unknown to 
She saw an opening among gloomy 
empty, silent, unreal. No haunted 
no barren moor, no neglected gravevard 
ever spoke more poignantly, more mourn- 
fully, with such utter hopelessness. There 
was no sign of his or of her former pres 
ence. Across the open space something 
had passed its hand, and it had changed. 
What had been a trysting place, a bower, 
a nest, tomb. A 
that once 
brave, fine, and beautiful, but which 
was dead. She had but one desire, to 
escape from the place, to put it away from 
her forever, to remember it, not as 


was 
her. 
pines, 


tomb, she 


had 


had become a 
something been 


now 


she 


now found it, but as first she had remem- 
bered it, and as now she must always re 
member it. She turned softly on tiptoe 


as one who has intruded on a shrine. 
But before she could escape there came 
from the sea a sudden gust of wind that 


caught her by the skirts and drew her 
back, that set the branches tossing and 


enters the 





house. | 


swept the dead leaves racing about her 






































handled as the Baker. 


coupe and fittings, wei ghs three- -quarters of a ton less 
Consider what this differ | 
of power, in mileage radius, 11 i 

The unusual strength of the | 


than its heaviest competitor. 
ence means in the saving 


the life of your batteries. 


Baker is the result of years ot engineering refinement; | 


no heavier car 1s as strong. 


The Baker Motor -Vehicle Compan 


CLEVELAND, OHIO 


Makers also of Baker Electric Commercial Cars 


66 West 80th Street, 


Easily Handled in T'rafhe or Storm 


Women enjoy driving an electric as graceful and as easily 


Its chassis, fully equipped with 


















Worn all day long. do not leave that burning 
sensation the old fashioned rubber does. Whi-¢ 
they protect the sole from the cold and wet pave 
ments, they allow the feet to breathe. 
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Clear, condensed inform: ation, weekly, on situation 
in business and financial world. Valuable to in- 
vestors and business men. Free on application. 


J.S. Bache & Co.(Members N.Y. Stock Exchange), 
42 Broadway, New York. 
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PARIS GARTERS 


Hunting for a Sensible 


Christmas Gift? 
PARIS GARTERS: 


NO METAL CAN TOUCH YOU 
May be had in special Holiday Boxes 
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The Sailorman 


(Concluded from page 34) 


> ankles. And at the same instant from just 
above her head there beat upon the air a 
violent, joyous tattoo—a sound that was 


neither of the sea nor of the woods, a 
creaking, swiftly repeated sound, like the 
flutter of caged wings. 

Helen turned in alarm and raised her 
eyes—and beheld the sailorman. 

Tossing his arms in a delirious welcome, 
waltzing in a frenzy of joy, calling her 
back to him with wild beckonings, she saw 
him smiling down at her with the same 
radiant, beseeching, worshiping smile. In 
Helen’s ears Latimer’s commands to the 
sailorman rang as clearly as though Lati- 
mer stood before her and had just spoken. 
Only now they were no longer a jest; 
they were a vow, a promise, an oath of 
allegiance that brought to her peace, and 
pride, and happiness. 

“So long as I love this beautiful lady,” 
had been his foolish words, “you will 
guard this place. It is a life sentence!” 

With one hand Helen Page dragged down 
the branch on which the sailorman stood, 
with the other she snatched him from his 
post of duty. With a joyous laugh that 
was a sob, she clutched the sailorman in 
both her hands and kissed the beseech- 
ing, worshiping smile. 




































for men, women 
and children 
the world 


over. 










































FOUNTPEN 


Will be the most accept- 
able Christmas present 
no matter who it is for. 


For Ladies the “SWAN 
SAFETY” is the only pen 
because it can’t leak and can 
therefore be carried in any 
position, in purse, handbag, 
etc. 


N hour later her car, on its way to 

Boston, passed through Fair Harbor 

at a rate of speed that caused her chauffeur 

to pray between his chattering teeth that 

the first policeman would save their lives 
by landing them in jail. 

At the wheel, her shoulders thrown for- 
ward, her eyes searching the dark places 
beyond the reach of the leaping head- 
lights, Helen Page raced against time, 


Give “Him” 
against the minions of the law, against 
sudden death, to beat the midnight train 600 3600 
out of Boston, to assure the man she loved to 


of the one thing that could make his life 
worth living. 

And close against her heart, buttoned H d B b Sh V 
tight beneath her greatcoat, the sailor- ea ar er a es 
man smiled in the darkness, his long 


watch over, his soul at peace, his duty well 
performed. For $5 .00 





For Business Men, Doctors, 
Lawyers, Authors, and for all 
traveling men the “SWAN 
SAFETY” is the most useful 
gift as it always writes in- 
stantly and never blots or 
leaks. 
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Ask any stationer or jeweller 
to show you a selection of 
“SWANS.” Made in 14 kt. 
Gold, Rolled Gold, Sterling 


| Silver, and chased vulcanite. 
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Sold in handsome Christmas 
boxes or leather covered 
cases lined with plush. . 
Aurora Borealis ON’T buy him a $5 safety razor for Christmas that 


May we send our illustrated : ‘ ‘ 
my will only give him a dozen or two dozen shaves. 


list showing the different styles 
and sizes ? 


(Continued from page 22) : 
Buy him an AutoStrop Razor which will give 





, rising breeze—‘it begins to feel like they him 600 to 2600 shaves for 
Price $2.50 up to $50.00 wouldn’t ’a’ gone out anyway—it’s breez- 3 : ’ $5. 
MABIE, TODD & CO. ing up so.” For the $5 that you pay for an AutoStrop Razor you get one 
pe eestor “Where’s she layin’?” a: silver-plated, self-stropping razor, 12 fine blades and special 
17 Maiden Lane, New York “Off the end o’ the big dock. An’ if it strop in handsome, compact leather case. 
Re public Building, Chicago keeps on breezin’ they won’t be goin’ out er 
rae frag we kr in the mornin’ either. A bad time anyway Each of those 12 AutoStrop blades will give you 50 to 300 
Paris Brussels Sydney CeO to put out on a cruise—Christmas Day. Head Barber Shaves. Therefore, the 12 blades wil! give 600 
But what d’y’ say, Alec, if we take a look to 3600 Head Barber Shaves 
A ee ay A SEAS | around the place?” r ; i 
229 Bo a a ~~ — 4 We'd got a pretty good start for Christ- After wearing out the sharpness of the first 12 blades, you 
mas Eve, and around Saint Pierre we can always buy 12 more AutoStrop blades for soc, that will 
went, Sam and Archie and four men of give 600 to 3600 more shaves. 


the Lucy Fostcr’s crew who’d been in the ‘ 
. fa hl . , o 7 > 7, 
mix-up. They were ready to tear things up, Why do AutoStrop blades last so long? Because the shaver 


but there wasn’t much to tear up, because can strop them. He doesn't have to buy a stropping machine as 
everybody heard us coming, and whenever the AutoStrop Razor strops itse/f. Any razor blade will last a 
we'd get to a place, we'd find the doors long time if properly stropped. Barber’s edges always last because 


ked ¢ > Wi vs barre TI ly ‘ 4 
gn ri pte Ae + geal pkey little the barber strops the edge before, during, and after each shave. 





cathedral, and by and by, when we found Why do AutoStrop blades give Head Barber Shaves? That 
there was no place else to go, we all went ae ; aie : 
Learn of our plan, our booklet sent FREE on request ex- y inae % I bad t question was answered by Mr. Hoffmann, head barber at the 
Plains it in detall—The same pian has been used by traveling in there. ; Hotel Belvedere, Baltimore, who said: ««Few barbers can strop 
ines scsockatian th tap @ONUk erttzing Aeshinnd. Gupenenes It was a midnight mass being cele- k dge th eee ith the AutoS R ‘g 
at Actual Cost for Business and Professional Men brated, and it was the sound of the choir a keener edge than a novice can strop with the /utootrop Kazor. 


the regular membership fee. paid now, carries your 7oices C ing | here that got us, and, 
$ insurance to April 1, 1912, without extra cost. Voices coming from there t roe. ¥ 














The Inter State Health Policy is $10 a year Catholics or no, no matter, we all went in IF NOT SATISFACTORY, RETURN AFTER CHRISTMAS 
eS ee ee a and heard mass, too, and when we came out, . at . . ; ' ea” 
Inter State Business Men’s Accident Association not fecling like trouble any more, we all _ Have him shave with the AutoStrop Razor thirty days. _ If he is not sat- 
508 onruny ake — > went down to old Antone’s and turned in. isfied that his first 12 blades are going to give 600 to 3600 Head Barber 
° Shaves, dealer will cheerfully refund your $5, as we protect him from loss, 
“NHRISTMAS morning everybody was The AutoStrop standard set costs $5. AutoStrop fancy sets, $6 50 to 
ff ” feeling better, all but Sam Leary and $25 00 «These contain all sorts of men s toilet articles. Price in Canada 
W | NT E R You can convemient- me. I was thinking of my vessel, and Sam same as United States Factories in United States, Canada, England, 
ANY ly select from ALL | of his big turkey. He wanted to get that Germany, France 
CRUISES the popular Cruises, | turkey. He wasn’t going to leave Saint Settle his Christmas today by ‘phoning or writing for an AutoStrop Razor 
y All Lines, at any Pierre till he got it back. No, sir, he on 30 days’ trial. If he isn’t more pleased than he ever was before on 
and TOURS jr Cook’s Offices— | ¥ asn’t. And he had a pretty good notion Christmas, you can take it back after Christmas. Send for handsome catalogue 
é : just where it was then. Up to Argand’s, 
Mediterranean with Egypt and Nile. West cooking for Henri’s Christmas dinner. Or 


Indies, South America, Round the World, etc. maybe him gettin’ fifty cents a plate for it 


THOS. COOK & SON for customers’ dinners. And he’d cut up 
245 Broadway, 264 5th Ave, NEW YORK | for about forty platefuls. And for forty 
plates at fifty cents or two franes a plate 
“Mong doo an’ sankantoon,” yells Sam all 


Red or at once. “Come on, Archie—come on, fel- 
Black VULCAN STYLOS lows”—and up the street went Sam and 
pri ed. easy-writing pens that give satisfaction Archie and the four of the Lucy Foster’s S TJ y 
3 equaled for rapid writing nl ruling crew to see about the turkey. 


$1.00 gut that wasn’t getting me my vessel, 
Postpaid | and T went down to the water front to look 7 
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Extra Size, 8 inches (Black Only), $1.25 WANTED for her. There she was, my lovely Aurora, 

J. 0. ULLRICH & CO., 27 THAMES STREET, NEW YORK to anchor in the stream, and there was me 
Manufacturers of Stylo and Fountain Pens H _: . 

on the end of the dock looking at her, and 






























— that’s all IT could do—look at her. She AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Box 17, Station F, New York 
For 36 years we have been paying our customers | Was Iving to two anchors and with her 400 Richmond St., W., Toronto, Canada; 61 New Oxford St., London 
the highest returns consistent with conservative | mains] standing. A little further off shore 
methods. First mortgage loans of $200 and up al oe 
which we can recommend after the most thorough | and even her two anchors couldn’t ’ve kept 
ne I i ion Please k for ce n I No. 714 . 1 
cee tnrtifeaten at Deneit who fot saving investors, | her from dragging and piling up on the 











PERKINS& CO rocks with that mains’l up, for a rocky 





TITY T e Kans 





























































































pleasure 












You men who find 
shaving an effort 
that endsinasmart- 
ing, sore face, can 
now have a cool, 
smooth, comfort- 
able shave by 

using the 


New 


TORREY 


Honing Strop 


The sharpening side is dressed 
with our wonderful new sharp- 
ening preparation, that will last 
a lifetime without renewing. 
Just strop your razor on this 
surface once or twice a week 
and on the leather finishing 
side before and after each shave. 











Ask your dealer to show you 
the new Torrey Honing Strop. 
If he cannot, write to us and 
we will see that you are sup- 
plied. Our booklet, all about 
shaving, sent free on request. 


Get a Torrey Razor—the best made. 


Every dealer who is not now selling the new 
Torrey Honing Strop should write at once for 
our special proposition. 


J. R. TORREY & CO. 


Dept. B Worcester, Mass. 
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ANE APA) THE ORIGINAL NOK-LEAKABLE ) 
Ory) FOUNTAIN PEN, 


—~ AMoores makes 
A Merry Christmas 


Among your friends 


you can probably count many who 
would greatly enjoy the convenience 
and luxury of a Moore’s pen. 
A Moore's pen is as tight as a screw top bottle and can 
be carried in any position without fear of leaking. 
When closed, the pen-point 1s submerged in ink, Un 
screw the cap, push ont the pen and the ink flows 
evenly and freely at the first stroke, To fill, simply 
unserew the cap and drop in the ink 

Moore's are made in various sizes and lengths of bar- 
rels with pen-points to suit any hand 


. 
Prices range from $2.50 to $5.50 
For the holiday seasen the pens are put upin attract 

ive Christmas boxes, Those who wish to make a more 
elaborate gift can select pens with gold bands, gold and 
silver filigree work and solid gold and silver over-lay 
ranging in price from $5.00 to $45.00. These are en- 
cased in special leather gift boxes lined with satin 

Every Moore Non-Leakable 

with it the most uncond 


For Sale By Dealers Everywhere 
AMERICAN FOUNTAIN PEN CO. 


Adams Cushing & Foster, Selling Agents 
168 Devonshire Street, Boston, M 
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on the cost of your Boat if you _~ 
You save over 50% use our “Easy to Build” system 

We do all the hard work by machinery. ON 

Your part is easy and simple. 

Our complete illustrated Bulletin on “Bo 
Building Made Easy” tells you all about it 
-xplains everything in simple lan 
yuace Send for it today 

We design and build all kinds of 
In ats— Speed Boats, Launches, 
Passenger 4 
Boats and Two-Cycle Marine 
Engines of various sizes 


Valley Boat and J 
Engine Co. 
26 Hess Street 
Saginaw CBP 0 


Nich. 


Cruisers, Tugs, 








Aurora Borealis 
( Continued from page 35) 


harbor is Saint Pierre, and now it was 
blowing a living gale of wind. 

While I was standing there on the big 
dock, along comes the trader Miller with 
another chap. He must ’ve seen me, but 
he pretended not, and I didn’t make any 
sign I saw him. He pointed out the 
Aurora to the man, saying a few things 
in French. And then he raised his 
voice. 

“When it moderates she will depart— 
and with a car-go,” he said—the last in 
English, and by that I knew he meant it 
for me. “Go on,” I grit out, “go on, have 
your fun.” 

“Yes, I pur-chased her ver-ry cheap,” 
goes on Miller, and then a great racket, 
and down the dock on the run comes Sam 
with his big turkey, which was all cooked, 
I could see, fine and brown—and Archie 
behind Sam and the four “ucy Foster men 
behind Archie and behind them again a 
bunch of Argand’s waiters and the gen- 
darmes with the red trousers and swords. 


HERE was a dory tied up to the end of 

_ the dock, I don’t know who owned it, 
but there it was. “Come on—jump in,” I 
yells, and all hands piled in, and we shoved 
off—all in one motion almost, and by the 
time Argand’s crowd got to the string- 
piece we were a vessel length away, and 
pulling like homeward bound. 

“Lay to it,” I kept saying to them. 

“Aye, lay to it, and we’ll eat that turkey 
for Christmas yet,” yells Sam. 

“Lay to it, and we’ll have more than 
the turkey,” I says. 

“What’s that we'll have, Alec?” hollers 
Sam. 

“Pull to the Aurora and see,” TI hollers 
back. It was blowing so hard we could 
hardly hear each other, and what with the 
chop we were driving the dory through we 
might’s well have been in swimming. 

We made the Aurora, and, looking back 
as I leaped over her rail, I could see Miller 
running back up the dock. 

“Hurry, fellows,” I yells to them, “Mil- 
ler’s gone to head us off.” 

As we drops onto the Aurora’s deck a 
head pops out of the fo’e’s’le companion- 
way. He looked like he’d just come out 
of a fine sleep. “You, I yelled, “allay 
you—rauss—beat it,” and rushed him to 
the dory we’d just come aboard in. He 
looks up at me in the most puzzled way. 
Two more heads popped up out of the 
companionway. “And allay you two,” yells 
Sam and Archie, and grabs ’em and heaves 
‘em into the dory, casts off her painter, 
and they drifts off like men in a trance. 


One minute they were sound asleep in their | 


bunks and the next adrift and half-dressed 
in a dory in the middle of the harbor with 
a gale of wind roaring in their ears and a 
choppy sea wetting ’em down. 

“In with her chain-anchor slack,” I 
ealls, “and then up with her jibs,” which 
they did. “And now her fores’l—up with 
her fores’l.””’ Then we broke out her chain- 
anchor. I was to the wheel and knew the 
second the anchor was clear of the bottom 
by the way she leaped under me. “Don’t 
stop to cat-head that anchor,” I calls, “but 
cut her hawser.” They cut her hawser 
free, and with the big anchor-rope kinking 


through the hawse-hole, away went the | 


Aurora, picking up, as she went, the chain- 
anchor with its eight or ten fathoms of 
chain still out and tucking it under her 
bilge; and there that anchor stayed, jammed 
hard against her bottom planking, while 
she rushed across the harbor. 

“Now,” I said, “let’s see if we e’n work 
out of this blessed pocket without some- 
body having to notify the insurance com- 
panies afterward.” 

All along the water front the people by 
now were crowding to look at us. 
saw was an American fishing schooner with 
a crazy American crew trying to pick her 
way through a crowded harbor with all 
four lowers set in a living gale. 

We were across the harbor in no time. 
“Stand by now—stand by sheets,” I sung 
out. Steady as statues they waited for 
the word, and when they got it—‘Har-r-d 
a-lee-e!” Whf-f the steam came out of 
them, and the busiest of all was Sam 
Leary, with the big turkey between his 
feet. 

As she came around I was afraid her 
anchor would take bottom and her way be 
checked. It did touch, but the Aurora 
spun on her toes so quick that before that 
anchor knew it was down the Aurora was 
off and flying free again. 


LL this time I was looking around for 
Miller, and at last I saw him in a 
little power boat. He had the French gun- 
boat in mind that was due, but his craft 
was making heavy weather of it, and be- 
fore he was halfway to the gunboat we were 
under her stern, on our shoot for the. har- 





All they | 3 


bor entrance, and from the gunboat’s deck | 


they were peeping down on us, grinning | 











the house-breaker less liable to 
go armed because you are defense. 





YOU 
NEED A 
REVOLVER 


; Is the thug, the yeg 





an, 


less? Is the coyote less dangerous among | 


sheep than among wolves? Would society be safer if 

criminals were the only possessors of arms? 
For the inexpert—for the man who simply wants to be prepared, if 
occasion arises, to defend the lives and property for which society holds him 


responsible—the Iver Johnson is built. 
accidentally fired through nervousness or 


It has permanent tension wire springs which do not weaken with age. 
accurate, exquisitely made, hard hitting—and you can 


“Hammer the Hammer” 





HE 


of firearms construction. 
for lifetime wear. 
work. 
that was ever built. 

first read our catalog. 


IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS 


146 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass. 
NewYork, 99 Chambers St. San Francisco, Phil. B. Bekeart Co., 717 Market St. 


For Christmas 





Safety Revolvers 
Single Barrel Guns 
Truss Bridge Bicycles 


IVER JOHNSON 
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superiority of Iver Johnson Bicycles and Motorcycles is akin to 

the superiority of a fine watch over an alarm clock. 

of machine work and steel tempering are infinitely higher than the 
standards of any cycle factory in the world, due to the exact requirements 
1 Our bearings are absolutely true and are tempered 
In our motorcycle, the motor is a marvel of machine 
It gives more power, causes less trouble, and will outwear any motor 
Don’t buy a bicycle or motorcycle without having 
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It is absolutely safe—it can not be 
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Write for Our Book ‘‘Faultless Filing 


make misfiled or lost letters almost unknown 


insure instant locating of desired papers 
—prevent crumpling or tearing of filed correspondence 
—effect big saving in drawer equipment, as no guide cards ar¢ 
needed and light weight, less 
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5,000 sheets— without crowding 
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expensive folders can be usé 
covers fully each money saving point, ¢ 
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construction of our cabinets 


CANTON MFG. COMPANY 1346 E. 
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tells of our new check file system, a wonderful convenience, tells you ever 
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HE Santa Claus of 
childhood days, 
the fairyland of 
childhood dreams 
were not more won- 
derful than the magic 
of this modern equi- 
page, which takes you 


in tranquil luxury 
wherever fancy directs. 


What more exquisite ex- 
pression of the Christmas 
spirit could you give to wife 
or daughter than a Detroit 
Electric ? 


It carries throughout the year 
—from Christmas to Christ- 
mas—the holiday spirit. In it 
Milady travels through the 
cold of December or the heat 
of August in stately comfort 
and independent privacy. 
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Chainless 


Thomas A. Edison has chosen 
the Detroit Electric exclusively 
as the one car properly made to use 
efficiently the tremendous capac- 
ity of the Edison battery. The 
Detroit Electric is the only electric 
pleasure car allowed to install his 
famous battery. 


Think what this means! The 
Edison battery in a Detroit Electric 
saves 325 pounds in weight over 
the lead battery and still gives 
much greater permanent capacity. 
The Edison battery is an invest- 
ment—not a running expense. 


For 1912 we build one chassis in 
four sizes, 85-inch, 90-inch, 96-inch 
and 12-inch wheel base, all with 
drop frames, permitting low hung 
bodies. Ten stunning body designs. 


All body panels are of aluminum. They 
io not check, crack or warp. That means 
ong life, continued beauty of finish and 
easy repair. All fenders are of aluminum, 
full skirted to protect car from dirt. 


All models equipped with our Direct Shaft 


Drive - ““Chainless, 


Brakes are extra powerful with double 
safety device (patented), operated by either 
and or foot, or both. 


Wonderful .springs of improved design 
smooth over any unevenness of the road. 
Ball Bearing steering knuckles make steer- 
ing remarkably easy. 


Your C hoice of Pneumatic or Motz Cushion 
res 


BATTERIES :—Edison —nickel and steel; 
etroit, Ironclad or Exide lead. Edison 
and Ironclad at additional cost. 


Do not hesitate to write us for any informa- 
tion you may desire. Art Calalog now 
ready. Sent on request. 


Anderson Electric Car Co. 
414 Clay Ave., Detroit. Mich. 


BRANCHES 


New York, Broadway at 80th St. 
Chicago, 2416 Michigan Avenue 


rooklyn Kansas City 
Buffalo Minneapolis 
Clev eland St. Louis 


Selling representatives in leading cities 





















Aurora Borealis 
(Continued from page 36) 


and yelling the same as everybody else, 
waiting to see us pile up on the rocks 
somewhere. 

But no rocks for the Aurora that Christ- 
mas Day. She knew what we wanted of 
her. There’s a spindle beacon in Saint 
Pierre Harbor, white-painted slats on a 
white-painted rock sticking out of the 
water, and there was a French packet 
lying to the other side. We had to go 
between. I knew they were betting a hun- 
dred to one we’d hit one or the other. 

We weathered the packet and squeezed by 
the beacon. The end of our long bowsprit 
did hit the white-painted slats, gave ‘em 
a good healthy wallop, but that wasn’t any 
surprise—we figured on going close. We 
were by and safe, and looking back from 
the wheel to mark her wake swashing over 
the very rock itself, I had to whisper to 
her: “Aurora, girl, you’re all I ever said 
you were.” 


fine-fitting sails, the beautiful line of the 
rail, and the straight flat deck, you’d have 
to admit it wasn’t any surprise. You 
couldn’t ’ve done it with every vessel— 
but the Aurora! A great bit of wood, the 
Aurora! 

And looking past her wake, I picked 
out Miller’s motor boat along inside the 
French gunboat. But no gunboat was 
worrying me then. They might chase me, 
but the gunboat wasn’t afloat that could 
’ve chased and caught the Aurora in that 
gale. A man didn’t need to be a French 
captain to know that. 

But for fear they might chase us, I kept 
her going. And after we’d had time to 
get our breath, we took a peek into her 
hold. And it was loaded with cases— 
wine, brandy—liquors of all kinds. And 
the gang said: “How about it, skipper?” 
And I said: “Help yourself—you’ve earned 
it,” and they helped themselves. 


ND they had their promised Christ- 
mas dinner. The turkey had only to 
be warmed up. After it was warmed up, 
it was fine to hear Sam telling about the 
recapturing of it. “He was in the kitchen 
—just been hauled out the oven—and the 
chef, he was standing over him with a big 
carving knife, when I spots the pair of 
’em through the window. “Stand by, fel- 
lows,” I hollers, and jumps through the 
window and grabs the carving knife and 
chases cheffie out the room with it. And 
back through the window comes me and 
the turk. An’ they all hollers murder 
and comes after us. And look at him 
now! Twenty-five pounds he weighs—the 
biggest turkey, I’m tellin’ you, ever sailed 
out of ol’ Saint Peer. A whale, twenty- 
five pounds as he lies there. And four 
kinds of wine—four kinds. Cassie, cham- 
pagne, claret, which you don’t have to 
drink ‘less you want to, and that red- 
colored wine I don’t know the name of, 
but good stuff—I sampled it. And that’s 
what I call a Christmas dinner. 

And I guess it was. Pretty soon they 
were hopping around like a lot of leap- 
ing goats. The best-natured crowd ever 
you see, mind, but it was Christmas Day, 
and they’d done a good job; the blood was 
running wild inside them, and I let them 
run a while. And then when I thinks it 
time to begin to straighten them out, I 
looks them over and finally decides on 
Archie Gillis as the drunkest and puts 
him to the wheel to soak it out while I 
went below to look over her papers. 

And Archie stood to the wheel while 
up the cabin steps the rest of the gang 
passed him drinks of champagne when 
they thought I wasn’t looking. 








B* DARK of that Christmas we shot 
into Folly Cove in Placentia Bay and 
came to anchor off John wharf. 
And the Aurera’s crew were there help- 
ing John, and there was the load of her- 
ring John had promised. And he thought 
I’d come for the herring, but I hadn’t— 
not yet. I had a word in private with 
John, and he found a nice little place 
among the cliffs, and with John Rose and 
the Aurora’s crew it didn’t take long to 
stow those cases of wine where no stranger 
would find them in a hurry. 

And when that was done I goes over the 
papers again. And sure enough, her pa- 
pers read for a fishing trip to the Grand 
Banks. Her crew had been shipped for a 
fishing trip. Her gear, dories, bait (not 
much bait though) was all for a fishing 
trip. It was plain as could be, I had 
Miller under my lee. And so we put out 
again into the night, and before daylight 
we were back in Saint Pierre Harbor 
again, and all hands ashore. 

And when Miller woke up in the morn- 
ing there was the Aurora laying to anchor 
in the stream just where she’d been the 
morning before. And we were having a 
nice little breakfast up to Antone’s when 
Miller and the Governor and the gunboat 


Rose’s 


But if you’d seen her, the big | 
spars of her, the set of her rigging, the | 








The Gift for the Man 
Who Loves a Pipe: 


A pound of his favorite tobacco— 
Prince Albert, “the joy smoke’—in 
the dandiest crystal glass humidor. 
Any man would like that. 


The humidor has a glass lid, you know, with a 
hollow glass knob that holds a sponge to be mois- 
tened. That keeps the tobacco fresh and fragrant all 
the time. His pleasure in this gift’ll only begin with 
Christmas. You'll be giving him just lots of long, 
cozy, comfy evenings, with his favorite pipe going 
and giving real pleasure. And he'll always have the 
humidor. It can be filled again and again. 


This is the tobacco that’s so fragrant. You don’t 
mind a bit having him smoke it in the house. You 
rather like it, in fact. Prince Albert never leaves that 
stale, rankish odor that some tobaccos give a room. 


Better order this humidor now from any tobacco 
or cigar store. ’Most all dealers have it now, but 
they’ll be nearly all gone before Christmas. 


PRINCE ALBERT 


the national joy smoke 


Sold also in roc tins, 5c cloth bags, and in pound 
and half-pound tins with moistener top. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO. 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 



























































































The Christmas. Prese 


for all the Family” 
for all the Year. : 


The greatest kind of Christmas 
present—because it brings to every 
member of your family ail of the very 
kind of entertainment each prefers— 
not merely for a day, but for all the 
other 364 days in the year, and for 
Think of the 
money thrown away on trifles every 
Christmas. And then think of the 
Edison—the gift of a lifetime. 


all the years to come. 


The greatest Christmas present 
of its kind—because it brings you 
the four great advantages which you 
should look for in a sound-reproducing 
‘instrument, and which you will jind 
only in the Edison—exactly the right 
volume of sound for your home; the 








sapphire reproducing point which does 
not scratch or wear the records and 
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lasts forever—no changing needles; 
Amberol Records, which play twice as 
long as the ordinary record, rendering 
each composition completely; the ability 
to make and reproduce your own rec- 
ords in your own home. 


Hear the Edison Phonograph at your 
dealer’s or write us for complete in- 
formation today. 

Any Edison dealer will give you a free concert. 
There is an Edison Phonograph at a price to suit 


everybody's means, from $15.00 to $200.00, sold at 
the same prices every 


where in the United 
States. Edison Standard 3 
Records, 35c: Edison O Edicen. 


Amberol Records (play 
twice as long), 50c; 
Edison Grand Opera 
Records, 75c to $2.00. 


INCORPORATED 
12 Lakeside Avenue 
Orange, N. J. 








TYPEWRITERS pesuicy 
REBUILT 

on any make of Typewriter. Our 

Save $25 to $50 “Factory Rebuilt” "lypewriters are 
perfect in quality, condition and lovks. Durable avd reliable 
in construction and serviceable in every way. Buy from the 

largest factory in the world with branch stores in leading cities. 
e guarantee for one year «gainst defect in workman- 

ship and material. Write for catalogue and address 
of nearest branch office, 
American Writing Machine Co. 
345 Broadway, New York 











SPENCERIAN 







A STEEL PENS \ | 


The Pens that put the ink on 
the paper without a splutter. 
Sample card of 12 different numbers 
and 2 good penholders for 10 cents. 
SPENCERIAN PEN CO., 349 Broadway, New York 








fe; Print Your Own 


Cards, circulars, books, newspaper. Press $ 
Larger $18, Rotary $60. Save money. Big profit 
wy printing for others. All easy, rules sent. Write 
factory for press catalog, TYPE, cards, paper, & 
THE PRESS CO., Meriden, Connecticut. 





LOTS OF FUN FOR A DIME 
c ’ Fits roof o! f mouth, always invisi 

Mm Ventriloquist’s Double Throat jc: greatest thing yet 
and mystify your friends. Sing like a canary; whine like a puppy; 
neigh like a horse, and imitate birds and beasts of field and forest 
LOADS OF FUN Wontlerful invention. Thousands sold. Price 
only 10 cents; 4 for 25 cents or 12 for 50 cents. 


Double Throat Co., Dept. J, Frenchtown, N. J. 


Astonish 
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L. H. NUTTING, G. P. A., 366 





gota 


lee the Coast 


between 


NewYork ana New Orleans 


on magnificent 10,000-tons 


Southern Pacific 
Steamships 
O Round Choice of On 
$40 wey $7O Trip Way by Rat 
Includes Berth and Meals on Ship 


Interesting Literature on Request. 


1158—or 1 Broadway, New York City 








captain eomes to get me. And Miller was 
going to arrest me, put me in irons, not 
a minute’s delay, not one, and I says For 
what? And Miller throws up his hands 


and ts: “For what? . He says. for 
what? ‘Mong Bo for what?” And I says: 
“Yes, for ? What are you going to 


arrest me for? For a little excursion trip, 
a little run off shore, is it?—so’s to eat 
our Christmas turkey in peace?” I see 
that. my play lay with the French naval 
officer, so I turns to him. “There was a 
turkey. Old Antone here will tell you 
that it belonged to one of my men, Mr. 
Leary here—that he won it fairly, and 
that the same turkey was stolen from him 
in.Henri Argand’s. And Mr. Leary got it 
back. And they would not let him have 
it in peace, and so, to escape mistreat- 
ment, we ‘jumped aboard the first vessel 
we saw in the stream and put out the har- 
bor. You yourself, doubtless, saw us.” He 
nodded. “Your whole crew saw us. The 
whole harbor saw us. There was no con- 
cealment.” I stopped for the French cap- 
tain and the Governor to get that. Miller 
was looking at me goo-goo-eyed, but both 
the officials nodded and said: “That is 
true.” 

“And when we found ourselves safe out 
to sea, we had our dinner, our Christmas 
dinner—in the peace we had sought. And 
surely these gentlemen”—I bowed my best 
to the gunboat captain and the magistrate 
—“‘do not consider that a crime—to ask 
to be allowed to eat our Christmas dinner 
in peace.” 

Miller was fair up in the air by then— 
“You pi-rates—pi-rates.” 





LEAPS to my feet. “Pirates—to me? 

To these men? Simple honest fisher- 
men who know only toil? Who toils harder 
than they? Pirates—to them! Why, if 
they were anything but the simplest and 
honestest set of men, they would have 
taken that vessel out of my hands and 
sold her—sold her in the States—and what 
could you or T or anybody have done about 
it? But did they—or I? No, sir. As 
soon as we had finished our Christmas din- 
ner we brought her back.” 
“But the wine?” shrieks Miller. 
“What wine?” 








“The wine—the wine—her car-go of 
wine.” 
“Wine? Cargo of wine—what’s he talk- 


ing about?” I looks at my crowd, and 
they all says: “Wine? Cargo of wine ?— 
he’s crazy.” 

I turns impatiently to the Governor and 


Aurora Borealis 


(Concluded from page 37) > 
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French captain. “Gentlemen, this jg 
serious accusation, but easily settled, 
there was wine in 
papers will 
be on her mati 
Now these 
French naval 
“That is so,” 







the. 

Tr, were 
they said. 

right—quite right,” and looked at Mille, 


rand th 
honest men, 
“He is quite 
and Miller, with his eyes like door-knob 


looks at me. And I gives him a wink wit, 
my wind’ard eye and he near blew up, 


|} UT he begins to see a thing or two, y 

he goes off with the French officials, but 
before we had finished smoking our afte. 
breakfast pipeful he comes back—aloy 
now—and says: “What do you pro-poge» 
And I said: “Within a thousand miles ¢ 
here is a friend of mine with a lot of wiy 
—as good a lot as the Aurora had in hy 
hold yesterday—maybe a couple of doze 
quarts shy—you know, a Christmas djp. 
ner, and so on—and only last night my 
friend was figuring it up, and he thought 
there was twenty thousand dollars’ worth 
in this lot of his, and that without figur. 
ing in the duty—but he don’t care for wip 
much—but he does love a good vessel, and 
he was looking the Awrora over and }p 
said he’d be willing to exchange all that 
wine for the Aurora. I told him that th 
Aurora only cost you twenty-five hundred 
but he said, ‘No matter, I have a weak. 
ness for the Aurora,’ this friend of mine 
Of course there’ll be a few little extra oe. 
penses you'll have to pay for, like the 
hawser and the big anchor cut away ani 
the keep of a crew for a week over in 
Newfoundland, and so on, but that won't 
be much—five hundred dollars ought to 
cover it all.” 

And Miller gave back the Aurora ani 
paid over the five hundred, and I gave 
him an order on John Rose for the wine, 
And then I took the little baby’s brooc 
out of my pocket and handed it back to 
him. 

And then I sailed over to Placentia Bay 
in the Aurora and took twenty-one hun 
dred barrels of herring off John Row 
and put out, and, getting the first of a stiff 
easterly, the Aurora carried it all the way 
to Gloucester. And I was home to the wile 
and baby by New Year’s. And the baby got 
a good brooch. I could afford it. From 
the profits of twenty-one hundred barrels 
of fine fat herring I could well afford it. 

I haven’t seen Miller since, but they 
say he’s shyer than he used to be of 
simple American fishermen. 





























The Christmas Pudding 
(A Recipe) 
By CARL WERNER 


AKE some human nature—as you find it, 
The commonest variety will do— 
Put a little graciousness behind it, 
Add a lump of charity—or two. 
Squeeze in just a drop of moderation. 
Half as much frugality—or less, 
Add some very fine consideration, 
Strain off all of poverty’s distress. 
Pour some milk of human kindness in it, 
Put in all the happiness you can. 
Stir it up with laughter every minute, 
Season with good will toward every man. 
Set it on the fire of heart's affection, 
Leave it till the jolly-bubbles rise, 
Sprinkle it with kisses—for confection, 
Sweeten with a look from loving eyes. 
Flavor it with children’s merry chatter, 
Frost it with the snow of wintry dells, 
Place it on a holly-garnished platter 


And serve it with the song of Christmas 
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| If You Care for Your Own Car, You 


Positively Need a Warner Auto Natale 








The popular priced car which 


is systematically taken care of 


will outwear and outlast the high priced car which is neglected 
THIS HAS BEEN DEMONSTRATED TIME AND AGAIN 


The Warner Auto-Meter is the reliable daily reminder 
—telling you what your car needs from day to day to keep 
it running smoothly—sweetly — powerfully at practically no 
upkeep cost. 

A few drops of oil should be applied and Grease Cups 
given a half turn every so many miles. To drive the car 
farther without this regular attention means WEAR, and 
continued wear quickly means Big Repairs and a noisy, ice- 
wagon car. 

Once a week or month won’t do—the car is driven 
farther one time than another. 

Larger quantities of oil or more grease don’t help—for 
a bearing will hold just so much—no more. 

The Warner Auto-Meter, always accurate, always re- 
liable, and so durable that it will remain good as new during 
the life of many cars, is so designed that this systematic 
oversight is easy—a pleasure instead of a task. 


You need the Warner for 


other important duties 


Those whose mileage without a cent for repairs is so re- 
markable as to seem overdrawn, and who have demonstrated 
that a car can be operated at far less than the cost to keep a 
horse, habitually use the Warner to know when to oil and 
grease—when to change the grease in transmission and dif- 
ferential—when to transpose the front and rear tires—when 
to look to connecting rod bearings and when to examine 
contact points on the coil—in a word, when to check up 
and adjust all the parts which wear or get out of adjustment 
through use. 

It saves them big, round dollars to do this deforehand 
by Warner instead of waiting for the blowout, the knock, 
the pound, the squeak or the missing engine—which in- 
dicates that the injury has been done. The Warner way is 
the “stitch in time’’ way which catches trouble BEFORE 
it comes. 


It keeps a car like new for years and years. 
On many 1912 cars you can secure 
a Warner as regular equipment 


The most far-sighted dealers have forecast the fact that 
1912 will be the beginning of the QUALITY era in the 
automobile industry, and are already equipping their 1912 


WARNER 





















The Warner can be secured through reputable Automobile dealers in any city or town in the United 


Sta 
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their customers. 


Warner Instrument Co. 








AUTO’ le I 


**The Aristocrat of Speed Indicators’’ 








Warner branches are maintained in all the principal cities for the convenience of these dealers 


Inquiry to Beloit or at our branches is invited £ 


Main Offices anc 








1213 Whee'er Av 

sranch 

FREE TO AUTOMOBILISTS. A vest-pocket Atlanta Clevel 
\utomobile Expense Record’’ tab indexed for con- Boston Deave 
veniently keeping account of tires, gasoline, oil, re- Buffalo Detroit 

pairs, etc. Address E. C. Collins, Booklet Depart- Chicago Indiana 

ment, Warner Instrument Company, Beloit, Wis. (151) Cincinnati 

Canadian Bre sc! 








SOM S 
SS 
A SN 4 BS 


KG ,,,G,AAAAAAAAAA AAS 





<a. Beloit, Wis. 
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359 


cars with the Quality Warner. _ Other makers of good cars _ 
are waiting until the shows to see whether the ultimate in 

Quality will be expected in 1912 or if they can safely wait 

until 1913? to make their cars complete with a High- GES 

Reliable Warner. 


They are not to be blamed for hesitating, 
for the Warner will add from $10,000 to 
$75,000 to the cost of their season’s output 


For it must be remembered that the Warner is a true 
instrument—always accurate—always reliable—and so well 
made that it will outlast any car that it is used on, no mat- 
ter how high grade. Such supreme quality naturally costs 
more money than one-season indicators can be secured for. 
Yet the higher price is no bar to those who are sincere in 
their claims that nothing is too high in grade or too refined 
in construction to be used on their equally high-grade -and 
refined cars. 


A car costing $1,000 or more 
is not complete without a 
Warner Auto-Meter on it 


So when deciding on your 
new car, don’t be satisfied with 
the salesman’s assertion that his 
car is equipped with “A Speed 
Indicator.” That means that 
it is NOT Warner-equipped. 
The maker who uses a War- 
ner has nothing to excuse or 
apologize for. It is BEST 
and he knows it, so he takes 
pride in pointing to the Warner 
as a proof of the QUALITY 
POLICY which maintains 
throughout the entire car. 









Even if you have 
to pay for it—don’t 
be without a Qual- 
ity Warner on 
your 1912 car. 
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Kansas City Pittsburgh 
Los Angeles Portland, Ore. 
New York San Francisco s 
Philadelphia Seattle Model M2, Price $125 
Se Bite Other Models from $50 to $145. See Catalogue 




















’onge Street, Toronto, Ont. 











This is the “Color Test’’ applied to each 
sheet of sugar from which Crystal Domino 
is cut. WVith other and severer tests for 
purity, it is described in “The Story of 
Crystal Domino,” an illustrated booklet 
which we will gladly send upon request 


Address 117 Wall Street, New York City 
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